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80 then, Oxford-street, stony-
hearted step-mother ! thou that list-
enest to the sighs of orphans, and
drinkest the tears of children, at
length T was dismissed from thee:
the time was come at last “that I
no more should pace in anguish thy
never-ending terraces; nomore should
dream,falrlld wakes in captivity to the
pangeof hunger. Successors, toomany,
to tg;self and Ann, have, doubtless,
since then, trodden in our footsteps
—inheritors of our calamities : other
orphans than Ann have sighed; tears
have been shed by other children:
and thou, Oxford-street, hast since,
doubtless, echoed to the groans of
innumerable hearts. For. myself,
however, the storm which I had
outlived seemed to have been the
pledge of a long fair-weather ; the
premature sufferings which I had
paid down, to have been accepted as
8 ransom for many years to come,
as a price of long immunity from
sorrow: and if again I walked in
London, a solitary and contempla-
tive man (as oftentimes I did), I
walked for the most part in serenitﬁ
and peace of mind. And, althoug
It is true that the calamities of my
noviciate in London had struck root
#0 deeply in my bodily constitution
that afterwards they shot up and
flourished afresh, and grew into a
noxious umbrage that has oversha-
dowed and darkened iy latter years,

yet these second assaults of suffering
" Vor. IV.

were met with a fortitude more cone
firmed, with the resources of a ma-
turer intellect, and with alleviations
from sympathising affection— how
deglp and tender !
hus, however, with whatsoever
alleviations, years that were far a-
sunder were bound together by sub-
tle links of suffering derived from a
common root. And herein I notice
an instance of the short-sightedness of
human desires, that oftentimes on
moonlight nights, during my first
mournful abode in London, my con-
solation was (if such it could be
thought) to gaze from Oxford-street
up every avenue in succession which
terces through the heart of Maryle-
one to the fields and the woods;
for that, said I, travelling with my
eyes up the long vistas which lay
art in light and part in shade, ¢ that
is the road to the North, and there-
fore to , and if I had the
wings of a dove, that way I would
fly for comfort.” Thus I said, and
thus I wished, in my blindness ; yet,
even in that very northemn region it
was, even in that very valley, nay, in
that very house to which my erro-
neous wishes pointed, that this se-
cond birth of my sufferings began;
and that th in threatened to be-
siege the gﬁaag:ll of life and hope.
There it was, that for years I was
persecuted by visions as ugly, and as
ghastly phantoms as ever haunted
the coch of an Orestes: and in
2
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this unhappier than he, that sleep,
which comes to all as a respite
- and a restoration, and to him espe-
cially, as a blessed® balm for hi
wounded heart and his haunted brain,
visited me as my bitterest scourge.
Thus blind was I in my desires ; yet,
if a vell interposes hetween the dim-
ightedness of man and his future
amities, the same veil hides from
him their alleviations; and a grief
which had not been feared is met hy
consolations which had- not been
hoped. I, therefore, who participated,
as it were, in the troubles of Orestes
{excepting only in his agitated con-
science), participated no less in all
his supports: my Eumenides, like
his, were at my bed-feet, and stared
in upon me through the curtains:
but, watching by my pillow, or de-
frauding herself of sleep to bear me
company through the heavy watches
of the night, sate my Electra: for
thou, beloved M., dear companion
of my later years, thou wast my
Electra! and neither in nobility of
mind nor in long-suffering affection,
wouldst permit that a Grecian sister
should excel an English wife. For
thou thougxtst not much to stoop to
humble offices of kindness, am{) to
servilet ministrations of tenderest
affection ;—to wipe away for years the
unwholesome dews upon the fore-
head, or to refresh the lips when
parched and baked with fever ; nor,
even when thy own peaceful slum-
bers had by long sympathy become
infected with the spectacle of my
dread contest with phantoms and
shadowy enemies that oftentimes
b me ¢ sleep no more!”—not
even then, didst thou utter a com-
plaint or any murmur, nor withdraw
thy angelic smiles, nor shrink from
thy service of love more than Electra
did of old. For she too, though she
was a Grecian woman, and the
daughter of the king} of men, yet
wept sometimes, an Yid her face§
in robe.
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But these troubles are past: and
thou wilt read these records of a pe-
riod so dolorous to us both as the
legend of some hideous dream that
ean return no more. Meantime, I
am again in London: and again I
pace the terraces of Oxford-street by
night: and oftentimes, when I am
:ﬁpressed by anxieties that demand

my philosophy and the comfort of
thy presence to support, and yet re-
member that I am separated from
thee by three hundrufu miles, and
the length of three dreary months,—
I look up the streets that run north-
wards from Oxford-street, upon
moonlight nights, and recollect my
youthful ejaculation of anguish ;—
and remembering that thou art sit-
ting alone in that same valley, and
mistress of that very house to which
my heart turned in its blindness nine<
teen years ago, I think that, though
blind indeed, and scattered to tie
winds of late, the promptings of my
heart may yet have had reference to
a remoter time, and may be justified
if read in another meaning :—and, if
I could allow myself to descend a-
Eain to the impotent wishes of child-
ood, I should again sy to myself, as
1 look to the north, < Oh, that I had
the wings of a dove—" and with how
Jjust a confidence .in thy good and
Eracious nature might I add the other
alf of my early ejaculation—* Aud
that way 1 would fly for comfort.”
THE PLEASURES OF OFPIUM.

It is so long since I first took
opium, that if it had been a trifling
incident in my life, T might have
forgotten its date: but cardinal
events are not to be forgotten; and
from circumstances connected with
it, I remember.that it must be refer-
red to the autumn of 1804. During
that season I was in London, having
come thither for the first time since
my entrance at college. And my
introduction to opium arose in the
following way. I'Prom. an early age I

had been accustomed to wash my

® Sy Vmvm Qehymrpoy Exixupor vocu.
5 Surevpa.  Eurip. Orest.

dupa Gud’ dicw waxdan.  The scholar will know that throughout this

dvabdrdoon "Ayassuvor,
el ﬁ:’. . T refer

ta the early scenes of the Orestes ; one of the most beautiful exhibitions of the domestie

affactions which even the dramas of Euripides can furnish. To the

English reader, it

may be necessary to say, that the situation at the opening of the drama is that of a

brother attended only by his sister during
of i

the demoniacal
Bcience (or, in the mythology of the play, haunted by the furies), and in circumstances
mmediate danger from enemics, and of desertion or cbld regard from nominal friends.

possession of a suffering con-
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head in cold water at least once a
day: being suddenly seized with
sooth-ache, I attributed it to some re-
Jaxation caused by an accidental in-
termission of that practice ; jumped
out of bed ; plunged my head into a
bason of cold water; and with hair
thus wetted werit to sleep. The next
morning, as I need hardly say, I
awoke with excruciating rheumatic
pains of the head and face, from
which I bad hardly any respite for
about twenty days. Om the twenty-
first day, I think it was, and on a Sun-
day, that I went out into the:streets ;
rather to nm away, if 11!)c)ssil:|le.-, from
my torments, than with any distinct
Imrpoee. " By accident I met a col-
ege acquaintance who recommended
opium. Opium! dread agent of un-
magi pleasure’and pain !' I had
heard of it as I had of manna or of
Ambrosia, but no further: how un-
meaning a sound was it at that time !
what solemn chords does it now
strike upon heart! what heart-.
qu vibrations of sad aud happy.
remembrances! Reverting for a mo-
ment to these, I feel a mystic import-
ance attached to the minutest cir-

cumatances comected with the place

and the time, and the man (if man
he was) that first laid open to me.
the Paradise of Opium-eaters. It
was a Sunday aftermmoon, wet and
cheerless: amf a duller spectacle this
earth of ours has not to show than a
rginy Sunday in London. My road
homewards lay through Oxford-
street; and near ¢ the stately Pan-
theon,” (as Mr. Wordsworth has
obligingly called it) I saw & drug-
gists shop. The druggist—uncon-
scious minister of celestial pleasures!
—as if in sympathy with the rainy
Bunddy, looked dull and stupid, just
as any mortal druggist might be
expected to look on a Sunday: and,
wl;en Ih asked for the tincture of

um, he gave it to me as any other
g&m mi htgi?:’ and ﬁlrthermorey,out of
my shilling, returned me what seem-’
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ed to be real copper halfpence, taken
out of a real wooden drawer. Never-
theless, in spite of such indications
of humanity, he has ever since exist~
ed in my mind as the beatific vision
of an immortal gist, sent down
to earth on a special mission to my-
self. And it confirms me in this way
of considering him, that, when I next.
came up to London, I sought him
near the stately Pantheon, and found.
Him not: and thus to me, who knew,
not his name &ilf indeed he had one
he seemed rather to have vanish
from Oxford-street than to have
removed in any bodily fashion. The
reader may &hoose to think of him as,
ossibly, no more than a sublunag-
ggist: it may beso: but my faith:
is better: I believe him to have
eranesced,* or evaporated. 8o un«
willingly would I connect any mortat
remembrances with that hour, and
place, and creature, that first brought'
me acquainted with the celestial

Arrived at my lodgings, it wmay"
be supposed that I lost not a moment
in taking the quantity prescribed. I
was necessarily ignorant of the whole
art and mystery of oplum-taking:
and, what 1 took, 1 took under every"
dicadvantage. But I took it:—and-
in an hour, oh! Heavens! what a:
revulsion ! what an upheaving, from
its lowest depths, of the inner spirit !
what an apochlypse of the world
within me ! That my pains had va-
nished, was now a trifle in my eyes:-
—this negative effect was swallowed
up in the immensity of those positive

ects which had opened be?ore me
—in the abyss of divine enjoyment
thus suddenly revealed. Here was
a panacea—a Qapuaxcy virndey for all
human woes: here was the secret of
happiness, about which philosophers
had disputed for so many ages, st
once discovered: happiness might
now be bought for a penny, and car-’
ried in the waistcoat pocket: port-
able ecstacies might be had corked .

*® Evanesced ;—this way of goi

off the stage of life appears to have been Well known

in the 17th century, but at that time to have been considered a peculiar privilege of
blood-royal, and by no means to be allowed to drugsii.:lu. For about the year 168G, a
Cy am

gﬂ of rather ominous name (and who, by the
Te

ple justice to his name), viz.

. Flat-man, in speaking of the death of Charles 1I. expresses his surprise that any
prince should commit 80 absurd an actas dying ; because, says he,

Kings should disdain to die, and ouly disappear.
They should abscond, that is, into the other world.

2D2
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in a pint bottle: and peace of
mind could be sent down in gallens
the mail coach. But, if I talk in
way, the reader will think I am
laughing : and I can assure him, that
pobody will laugh 1] who deals
much with opium : its pleasures even
are of a grave and solemn com-
plexion; and in his happiest state,
the opium-eater cannot present him-
aelfozn the character of (Alegro:
even then, he and thinks as

Il Penseroso. Nevertheless,
1 have a very reprehensible way of
Jesting at times in the midst of my
own misery: and, unless when I am
checked by some more pdwerful feel-
ings, I am afraid I shall be guilty of
this indecent practice even.in these
annals of suffering or enjoyment.
The reader must allow a little to my
infirm nature in this re?pect: and
with a few indulgences of that sort,
I shall endeavour to be as grave, if
not drowsy, as fits a.themelike opium,

ES

80 anti-mercurial as it really is, and

so drowsy e it i falsely reputed.

- And, first, one w with respect
te its bodily effects: for upon all that
has been hitherto written on the sub-
ject of opium, whether by travellers
in 'l‘hrke{ (who may plead their pri-
vilege of lying as an old immemorial
right), or by professors of medicine,
writing ex cathedra,~—1 have but one
emphatic criticism to pronounce—
Lies! lies! lies! I remember ohce,
in passing a book-stall, to have
caught these words from a page of
some satiric author : —¢ By tﬁ.m time
I became convinced that the London
newspapers spoke truth at least twice
& week, viz. on Tuesday and Ba-

and mi be
ﬁ&who?m

rupts.” In like manner, I do

no means de:g that some truths have
been delivered to the world in regard
te opium : thus it has been repeated-
ly affirmed by the learned, that
opium is a dusky brown in colour;
apd this, take notice, 1 grant: se-
condly, that it is rather dear ; which
also I grant : for in my time, East-
India opium has been three guineas
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a pound, and Turkey eight: and,
thirdly, that if you eat a goed deal
of it, most probably you muste——
do what is particularly disagreeable-
to any man of regular habits, viz.
die.* These weighty profnsitim
are, all and singular, true: I cammet
gainsay them: and truth ever was,
and will be, commendable. But in
these three theorems, I believe we have
exhausted the stock of knowledge as
yet accumulated by man on the sub-

. Ject of apium. And therefore, wor-.

thy doctors, as there seems to be
room for -further discoverics, stand.
aside, and allow me to come forward
and lecture on this matter.

First, then, it is not so much affirm-
ed as taken for ted, by gll who
ever mention opium, formally or in-
cidentally, that it does, or can, pro-’
duce intoxication. Now, reader, as-
sure yourself, meo pericwlo, that ne
quantity of opium ever did, or could
intoxicate. As to the tincture of
opium (commonly called laudanum)
that might certainly intoxicate if a:
man could bear to take enough of it ;
but why? because it contains so
much proof spirit, and mot because it-
contains so much opium. But crude:
opEm,fI aiﬁ;m mptorily, i:_ inca-:
pable of producing any state of body
at all resembling that which is pro--
duced by alcohol ; and not in degree
only incapable, but even in kind::
it is not in the quantity of its effects-
merely, but in the quality, that it
differs altogether. The pleasure
given by wine is always mountins;
and tending to a crisis, after whi
it declines: that from opium, when
once generated, is stationary for
eight or ten hours: the first, to hor-
row a technical distinction from me-
dicine, is a case of acute—the setond,
of chronic pleasure: the one is a
flame, the other a stcady and equable

low. But the main distinction lies
in this, that whereas wine disorders
the mental faculties, opium, on the.
(if taken in a proper man-

ner), introduces amongst them the
most exquisite order, legislation, and
harmony. Wine robs a man of his

® Of this, however, the learned appear

Iatterly to have doubted: for in a pirated
edition of Buchan’s Domestic Medicine, which

once saw in the hands of a farmer’s

wife who was studying it for the benefit of her health, the Doctor was made to say—* Be
particularly, careful never to take above five-and-twenty ounces of laudanum at once ;°
the true reading being probably five and twenty drops, which are held equal to about one

grain of crude opium.
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‘gelfe : opium greatly ine
tes it. Wine ungalecy and
clouds the judgment, and gives a pre-
ternatural brightness, and a vivid
-exaltation to the contempts and the
.admirations, the loves and the ha-
treds, of the drinker: opium, on
-the contrary, communicates serenity
-and equipoise to all the faculties,
-active or passive: and with r
-to the temper and moral feelings in
general, it gives si::gly that . sort
of vital warmth which is approved
by the judgment, and which would
probably always accompany a bodily
constitution of primeval or antedilu-
vian health. Thus, for instance,
opium, like wine, gives an expan-
sion to the heart and the benevolent
affections: but then, with this re-
‘markable difference, that in the sud-
den developement of kind-hearted-
ness which accompanies inebriation,
there is always more or less of a
mandlin character, which exposes it
to the contempt of the by-stander.
Men shake hands, swear eternal
friendship, and shed tears—no mor-
tal knows why: and the sensual
-creature is clearly uppermost. But
the expansion of the benigner feel-
ings, incident to opium, is no febrile
access, but a healthy restoration to
that state which thec mind would
naturally recover upon the removal
-of any deep-seated irritation of pain
that had disturbed and quarrelled
with the impulses of a heart origin-
ally just and good. True it is,
that even wine, up to a certain point,
and with certait men, rather tends
to exalt and to stefdy the intellect:
I myself, who have never been a
eat wine-drinker, used to find that
f a dozen glasses of wine advan<
tageously affected the faculties—

Confessions of un English Opium-Eater.

.old gentleman says in
.that men why inpolluon oirmeg sigbre

.

brightened and intensified the cone
sciousness—and gave to the mind &
feeling of being ¢ bus librata
suis:” and certainly it is most abe

surdly said, in popular lan
of any man, that he is dugm
liquor: for, on the eontrary, most
men are disguised by sobriety ; and
it is when they are drinking (2s some

ftheneus],

display themselves in their true comi«
plexion of character; which surely
is not disguising themselves. But
still, wine constantly leads a mam to
the brink of abiurdity and extraves
gance ; and, beyond a certain point,
it is sure to volatilize and to disperse
the intellectual energies: whereas
opium always seems to compose what
had been agitated,. aml to concenw
trate what had been' distracted. In
short, to sum up all in one word, a
man who is incbriated, or tending
to inebriation, is, and feels that he
is, in a condition whieh ealls up into
supremacy the merely human, too
often the brutal, part of his nature:
but the opium-eater (I speak of him
who is not suffering from any dis-
ease, or other remote effects of
opivm) feels that the diviner part
of his nature is ount ; that is,
the moral affections are in a state of
cloudless serenity; and over all is the
great light of the majestic intellect.
This is the doctrine of the true
church on the subject of opium x of
which church I acknowl TGK
to be the ouly member— pha
and the omega: but then it is to be
recollflct%d, tlgrat I s eakfom the
ground of a large and pro ' pere
sonal experience: whereas most of
the unscientific * authors who have
at all treated of opium, and even of

® Amongst the great herd of travellers, &¢c. who show sufficiently by their nupldhy

that they never held any intercourse with
against

one to

—17, of vol. 1.-U’
waiving the errors

fullest manner, he will himself admit, that an old

, I must caution my reader

brilliant author of ¢ Anastasins.” This gentleman, whose wit would lead
him an opium-eater, has made it impossible to consider him in that
character from the grievous misrepresentation which he gives of its effests, at
consideration, it must sppear su
have ingisted on in the text, which (and others) are adopted in the

to the suthor himsdf; for,

¢ with a spew~white

beard,” who eats ‘ ample doses of opium,” and is yet able to deliver what is meant
and received as very weighty counscl on the bad effects of that practice, is but an indif.
ferent evidence that opium either kills le prematurely, or sends them into a made
house. But, for my part, I see into t]\.iq old gentleman and his motives : lh.efutil,
he was enamoured of *¢ the little golden receptacle of the pernicious drug™ which Ana-
stasins carried about him ; and no way of obtaining it so safe and so feasihle occurred,
as that of frightening its owner out of his wits (which, by the bye, are none of the
strongest).  This commentary throws a ncw light wpon the case, and greatly improves
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-those who have written express}f' on
the materia medica, make it evident,
‘from the horror they express of it,
-that their experimental knowled
-of its action 18 none at all. I will,
however, candidly. acknowledge that
-1 have met with one person who
‘bore evidence to its intoxicating
power, such as staggered my own
-incredulity : for he was a surgeon,
and had himself taken opium largely.
-1 happened to say to him, that his
enemies (as I had heard) charged
him with talking nonsense on poli-
«tics, and that his friends apologized
for him, by suggesting that he was
constantly in a.state of intoxication
from opium. Now the accusation,
said I, is not primd facie, and of ne-
cessity, an absurd one: but the defence
<4s. To my surprise, however, he in-
sisted that botli his enemies and his
friends were in the right: <« 1 will
maintain,” said he, ¢ that I do talk
nounsense ; and secondly, I will main-
tain that I do not talk nonsense upon
rinc.islle, or with any view to profit,
ut solely and simply, said he, solely
and simply,—solely and simply (re-
ting it three times over), because
am drunk with opium; and that
dgily.” I replied that, as to the
gation of his enemies, as it seem-
ed to be established upon such re-
speetable testimony, seeing that the
tgﬁee arties concerned all agreed in
it, it did not become me to question
it; but the defence set up I must
demur to. He proceeded to discuss
the matter, and to lay down his rea-
sons: but it seemed to me so impo-
lite to pursue an argument which
must have presumed a man mistaken
in a point belonging to his own pro-
fession, that I did not press him even
when his course of argument seemed
.:Jgn to objection: not ta .mention
t a man who talks nonsense, even
though ¢ with no view to profit,”
" is not altogether the most agreeable
- partaer.in a dispute, whether as op-
ﬁgnqnt or respondent. I confess,
wever, that the autharity of a
surgeon, and one who was reputed
- 3. good one, may seem a weighty
aue to my prejudice : but still I must
plead my experience, which was
geater than his greatest by 7000
ops a day; and, though it was not
possible to suppose a medical man
unacquainted with the characteristic
svmptoms of vinous intoxication. it

Confessions of an English Opium-Eater.

[Oct.
on a logical error of using the word
intoxication with too great latitude,
and extending it generically to all
modes of nervous excitement, instead
of restricting it as the expression for
a specific sort of excitement, con-
nected with certain diagnosties.
Some people have maintained, in m
hearing, that they had been druh{
upon green tea : and a medical sta-
dent in London, for whose know-
ledge in his profession I have reason
to feel great respect, assured me, the
other day, that a patiept, in recover=
ing from an illness, had got drunk
on a beef-steak.

Having dwelt so much on this
first andgieading error, in respect to
opium, 1 shall notice very briefly a
second and a third; which are, that
the elevation of spirits Eroduced by
opium is necessarily followed by a
proportionate depression, and that
the natural and even immediate corn-
sequence of opium is torpor and
stagnation, animal and mental. The
first of these errors 1 shall content
myself with simply denying; assur-
ing my reader, that for ten years,
during which I took opium at inter-
vals, the day succeeding to that on
which I allowed myself this luxury
was always a day of unusually good
spirits.

With respect to the torpor sup-
posed to follow, or rather (if we
were to credit the numerous pictures
of Turkish opium-eaters) to accom-
pany the practice of opium-eating, I
deny that also. Certainly, opium is
classed under the head of narcotics;
and some such effect it may produce
in the end : but the primary effects of
opium are always, and in the highest
degree, to excite and stimulate the
system : this first stage of its action
always lasted with me, during my
noviciate, for upwards of eight hours;
so that it must be the fault of the
opium-eater himself if he does not
80 time his exhibition of the dose (to
speak medically) as that the whole
weight of its narcotic influence mI:K
descend upon his sleep. ‘Turki
opium-eaters, it scems, are absurd
enough to sit, like so many eques-
trian statues, on logs of woeo% ‘as
stupid as themselves. But that the
reader may jud%e of the degree in
which opiumis likely to stupify the
faculties of an Englishman, I shall
(bv wav of treatine the auestion il
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ﬁvﬂ} describe the way in which I
myself often passed an opium even-
ing in London, during the period
between 1804—1812. It will be
seen, that at least opium did not
move me to seek solitude, and much
less to seek inactivity, or the torpid
state of self-involution ascribed to
the Turks. - I give this account at
the risk of being pronounced a crazy
enthusiast or visionary: but I re-
gard that little: I must desire my
reader to bear in mind, that 1 was
a hard student, and at severe studies
for all the rest of my time: and cer-
tainly I had a right occasionally to
relaxations as well as other people:
these, however, I allowed myself but
seldom.

The late Duke of used to say,
¢ Next Friday, by the blessing of
Heaven, I purpose to be drunk:”
and in like manner I used to fix be-
forehand how often, within a given
time, and when, I would commit a
debauch of opium. This was seldom
more than onee in three weeks: for
at that time I could not have ven-
tured to call every day (as I did

afterwards) for « a glass of laudanum

regus, warm, and without sugar.” No:
as | have said, I seldom drank lau-
danum, at that time, more than once
in three weeks: this was usually on
a Tuesday or a Saturday night ; my
reason for which was this. In those
days Grassini sang at the Opera: and
her voice was delightful to me be-
ond all that I had ever heard. I
inow not what may be the state of
the Opera-house now, hayjng never
been within its walls for seven or
eight years, but at that time it was by
much the most pleasant place of
public resort in London for passin
.an evening. Five shillin it
one to the
ject to far less annoyance than the
pit of the theatres: the orchestra
was distinguished by .its sweet and

. melodious grandeur from all English

orshestras, the composition of which,
1 confess, is not acceptable to my
«ear, from the predominance of the
clangorous instruments, and the ab-
solute tyranny of the violin. The
choruses were divine to hear: and
when Grassini appeared in some in-
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terlude, as she often did, and poured
forth her passionate soul as Andro<
mache, at the tomb of Hector, &ec.
I question whether any Turk, of all
that ever entered the Paradise of
oPium-eaters, can have had half the
pleasure I had. But, indeed, 1 ho-
nour the Barbarians too much by
supposing them capable of any plea--
sures approaching to the intellec-
tual ones of an Euglishman. For’
music is an intellectual or a sensual
pleasure, according to the temperad
ment of him who hears it. And, by’
the bye, with the exception of the
fine extravaganza on that subject in-
Twelfth Night, I do net recollect
more than one thing said adequately
on the subject of music in all litera-
ture: it is a passage in the Religio’
Medici®* of 8Sir T. Brown; and,
though chiefly remarkable for its
sublimity, has also a philosophic va-
lue, inasmuch as it points to the
true theory of musical effects. ‘The
mistake of most people is to sup«
pose that it is by the ear they com=
municate with music, and, therefore,
that they are purely passive to its
effects. But this ‘is not so: it is by
the re-action of the mind upon the
notices of the ear, (the matier com-
ing by the senses, the form from
the mind) that the pleasure is con=
structed: and therefore it is that
people of equally good ear differ so
much in this point from one another.
Now opium, by greatly increasing
the activity of the mind generally,
increases, of necessity, that particu=
lar mode of its activity by which we
are able to construct out of the raw
material of organic sound an elabo
rate intellectual pleasure. But,saysa
friend, a succession of musical sounds
is to me like a collection of Arabic
characters: I can attach no ideas to
them. Ideas! my good sir? there
is no occasion for them: all that
class of ideas, which can be available
in such a case, has a"}ahgun‘ﬁ of
representative feelings. © But this s
a subject foreign to my presetit pur-
poses : it is sufficient to say, that a
chorus, &c. of elaborate harmomy,

. displayed before me, as in a piece

of arras work, the whole of my past
life—not, as if recalled by an act of

® I have not the book at this moment to consult : but[thinklh;'gmgebegim—-—
“ And even that tavern music, which makes one man merry, an ernutd, in me

strikes a deep fit of devotion.” &c.
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ful to dwell upon: but the detail of
its incidents removed, or blended in
some hazy abstraction ; and its pas-
sions ted, spiritualized, and sub-
limed. All this was to be had for
five shillings. And over and above
the music of the stage and the or-
chestra, '1 had all around me, in
the intervals of the performance, the

music of the Italian language talked
by Italian women : for the was
usually crowded with Italians: and

I listened witha qleasure such as that
with which Weld the traveller lay
and listened,; in Canada, to the sweet

laughter of Indian women ; for the:

less you understand of a Janguage,
the more sensible you are to the
melody or harshness of its sounds:
for such a purpose, therefore, it was
an advantage to me that I was a

Italian scholar, reading it but
ittle, and not speaking it at all,
nor understanding a tenth. part of
what I heard spoken.

These were my Opera pleasures :
but another pleasure I had which,
as it could be had only on a Sa-
turday niﬁht, occasionally struggled
with my love of the Opera ; for, at
that t.'iﬂle, Ttllesday and ?laturd(lg
were the regular ra nights.

i G f shall be
rather obscure, but, I can assure
the reader, not at all more so than
Marinus in his life of Proclus, or many
qther blographerd and auto-biogra-
phers of fair reputation. This plea-
sure, I have said, was to be had only
on a Saturday night. What then was
Saturday night to me more than any
otherlﬁgg:n. I had no labours that I
rested ; N0 wages to receive:
what needed I to care for Saturday
night, more than as it was a sum-
mons to hear Graseini? True, .most
reader: what you say is un-
erable. And yet s0 it was and
is, that, whereas different men throw

i

:

and most are apt to show their in-
terest in the concerns of the poor,

chiefty by sympathy, - expressed in
some shape or other, with their dis~
tresses and sorrows, I, at that time,

was disposed to express my interest
by ‘symg‘athising with their plea-
sures. 'The pains of poverty 1 had

lately scen too much of; more than
I wished to remember: but the
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nated in the music: no longer pain-

feelings into different channels,

_or the quartern !

[Oct:
pleasures of the their constla=
tions of spirit, nnméir reposes from

bodily teil, can never become op~
pressive to contemplate. Now 8Sa-
turday night is the season for the.
chief, regular, and periodic return
of rest to the poor: in this point.
the most hostile sects unite, and ac-
knowledge a common link of bro-
therhood: almost all Christendom
rests from its labours. It is a rest
introductory to another rest: and
divided by a whole day and two
nights from the renewal of toil. On
this account 1 feel always, on a Sa~
turday night, as though I also were
released from some yoke of labour,
had some wages to receive, and some-
luxury of repose to enjoy. For the
sake, therefore, of witnessing, upon
as large a scale as possible, a spec-:
tacle with which my sympathy was
80 entire, I used often, on Saturday
nights, after I had taken opium, to
wander forth, without much regard-
:l‘F the direction or the distance, to
the markets, and other parte of
London, to which the poor resert an
a Saturday night, . for laying out
their wages. Many a family party,
consisting of a man, his wife, and
sometimes one or two of his chil-
dren, have I listened to, as they
stood consulting on their ways and
means, or the stre of their ex-
chequer, or the price of household
articles. Gradually I became famij-
liar with their wishes, their difficul-
ties, and their opinions. Sometimes
there might be heard murmurs of
discontent: but far oftener expres-
sions on the countenance, or uttered
in words, of patience, hope, and tran-
quillity. And taken generally, I must
say, that, in this point at least, the
poor are far more pg(:looo' phic than the
rich—that they show a more ready and
cheerful submission to what they con-
sider as irremediable evils, or irre-
parable losses. Whenever I saw oo«
casion, or could do it without ap-
pesring toa'?: intrusive, I joined their
parties ; e my opinion upon
the matter ing:i:acmhn, which, if
net always judicipus, was always
rectived indulgently. If wages were
a little higher, or e to be so,
a little lower,
or it was reported that onions and
butter were expected to fall, I was
flad: yet, if the contrary were true,
drew from opium some means of
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consbling mysell For opium (like
the bee, that extracts its mntu('ials
indiscriminately from roses and from
the soot of chimneys) can overrule
all feelings into a compliance with
the master key.. Some of these ram-
bles led me to great distances: for
an opium-eater is too happy to ob-
sefve the motion of time. And some-
times in my attempts to steer home-
wards, upon nautical principles, by
fixing my eye on the pole-star, and
secking amblti:&mlfy‘ for a north-west
, instead of circumnavigatin

Pnlalsmcapea and head-lands I h:

doubled in my outward voyage, I
came suddenly upon such knotty
problems of alleys, such enigmatical
entries, and such sphynx’s riddles of
streets without thoroughfares, as
must, I conceive, baffle the auda-
city of porters, and confound the
intellects of hackney-coachmen. 1
could almost have believed, at times,
that I must be the first discoverer
of some of these terre incognite,
and doubted, whether they had yet

. been laid down in the modern charts

of London. For all this, however,
i paid a beavy price in distant years,
wgen the human face tyrannized
over my dreams, and the perplexi~

ties of my steps In London came.

back and:haynted my sleep, with
the feeling of perplexities moral or
intellectual, that brought coufusion
to the reason, or an and remorse
to the conscience. .

Thus I have shown that opium
does not, of necessity, produce inac-
tivity or torpor; but that, on the
contrary, it often led me into markets
and theatres. Yet, in candour, I will
admit that markets and theatres are
not the appropriate haumts of the
opium-eater, when in the divinest
séate incidentto his enjoyment. In
that state, crowds become an oppres-
sion to him ; music even, too sensual
and gross. He naturally seeks soli-
tude and silence, as indispensable
conditions of these trances, or pro-
foundest reveries, which are the
crown and cossummation’ of what
opium can do for human sature. I,
whose disease it was to meditate too
much, and to observe too- little, and
who; upon my first entrance at eol-
lege, was nearly fallinginto a dee
melancholy, from braeding too mu
on the sufferings which I had wit-
acssed in London, was sufficiently
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aware of the tendencies of my own
thoughts to do all I could to counter=
act tgem.—l was, indeed, like a pera
son who, according to the old legend,
had entered the cave of Trophonius :
and the remedies I sought were to
foroe myself into society, and to k
my understanding in continual

vity upon matters of science. But
for these remedies, I should certainly
have become hypochondriacally me«
lancholy. In years, however,
when mLc;neerﬁdms was more fully
re-established, I yielded to my natu-
ral inclination for a solitary life. And,
at that time, I often fell into these re~
veries upon taking opium ; and more
than once it has happened to me, on a
summer-night, when I have been at
an open window, in a room from
which I could overlook the sea at a
mile below me, and could command
a view of the great town of L——, at
about the same distance, that I have
sate,from sun-set to sun-rise, motion«
less, and without wishing to move.

I shall be charged with mysticism,
Behmenism, quietism, &c. but that
shall not alarm me. Sir H. Vane, the
younger, was one of our wisest men:
and let my readers see if he, in hig -
philosophical works, be half as un=
mystical as I am.—I say, then, that
it has often struck me that the seené
itself was somewhat typical of what
took place in such a reverie. The
town of L—— represented the earth,

. with'its sorrows and its graves left

behind, yet not out of sight, nor
wholly forgotten. The ocean, in
everlaatingﬁt gentle agitation, and
brooded over by a dove-like calm,
might -not unfitly typify the mind
anls the mood which then swayed it.
For it seemed to me as if then first
I stood at a distance, and aloof from
the uproar of life; as if the tumult,
the fever, and the strife, were sug~
pended ; a respite granted from the
secret burthens of heart; a sahy -
bath of reﬁse; a resting frem hﬂm
labours. Here were the w
blossom in the paths of life, wecone
ciled with the peace which is in the
grave ; motions of the intellect asune
wearled as the beavens, yet for all
anxieties a halcyon calm: a tran-
quillity that seemed no E:»duct of
inertia, hut as if resulting from migh-
ty and equal antagonisms; infinite
activities, infinite repoge. )
Oh! just, subtle, and mighty opi«
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um! that to the hearts of poor and
rich alike, for the wounds that will
never heal, and for * the that
tempt the spirit to rebel,” bringest an
assuaging halm; eloquent opium !
that with thy potent rhetoric steal-
est away the purposes of wrath; and
%o the guilty man, for one night
givest-back the hopes of his youth,
and hands washed pure from blood ;
and to the proud man, a brief obli-
vion for

Wrongs unredress’d, and insults una-
venged ;
that summonest to the chancery of
dreams, for the triumphs of suffering
innocence, false witnesses; and con-
foundest perjury; and dost reverse
the sentences of unrighteous judges:
—thou buildest upon the bosom of
darkness, out of the fantastic image-
ry of the brain, cities and temples,
beyond the art of Phidias and Praxi-
teles—beyond the splendour of Baby-
Jon and Hekatémpylos: and ¢ from
the anarchy of dreaming sleep,” call-
est into sunny light the faces of long-
buried beauties, and the blessed
household countenances, cleansed
from the ¢¢ dishonours of the grave.”
Thou only givest these gifts to man;
and thou hast the keys of Paradise,
oh, just, subtle, and mighty opium !
INTRODUCTION TO THE
PAINS OF OPIUM.
Courteous, and, I hope, indulgent
reader (for all my ers must be
indulgent ones, or else, I fear, I shall
shock them too much to count on
their courtesy), having accompanied
me thus far, now let me request
to move onwards, for about eight
years; that is to say, from 1804
{when I have said that my aoquaint-
ance with opium first began) to 181%.
The years of academic life are now
over and gone—almost forgotten :—
the student’s cap no longer presses
my temples; if my cap exist at all,
it presses of some youthful
scholar, I trust, as happy as myself,
wnd as passionate a .lover of know-
ledge. My gown is, by this time, 1
-dare to ey, in the same condition with
naa thousair:g: of excellent books
in Bodleian, vix. diligentl
rused by certain studious lynom
and worms: or departed, however
(which is all that I know of its fate),
to that great reservoir of somewkhere,
to which all the tea-cups, tea-cad-

Confessions of an English Opium-LKater.

[Oet.

dies, tea- tea-kettles, &c. have
departed (not to speak of still frailer
vessels, such as glasees, decanters,
bed-makers, &c.) which occasional
resemblances in the present genera-
tion of tea-cups, &c. remind me of
having once , but of whose
departure and final fate I, in
men with most gownsmen of em
university, could give, I suspect, but
an obscure and conjectural history.
The persecutions of the chapel-bell,
sounding its unwelcome summons to
six o'clock matins, interrupts my
slumbers no longer: the porter who
rang it, upon whose beautiful nose
(bronze, inlaid with copper) 1 wrote,
in retaliation, so many Greek epi-
rams, whilst I was dressing, is
ead, and has ceased to disturb any
body: and I, and many others, who
suffered much from his tintinnabul-
ous propensities, have now agreed to
overlook. his errors, and have for-
given him. Even with the bell I am
now in charity: it rings, 1 suppose,
as formerly, thrice a-day: and crue
elly annoys, I doubt not, many war
thy gentlemen, and disturbs their
peace of mind: but as to me, in
this year 1812, I regard its treacher-
ous voice no longer (treacherous, I
call it, for, by some refinement of
malice, it spoke in as sweet and
silvery tones as if it had been invits
ing one to a party): its tones have
no longer, indeed, power to reach
me, let the wind sit as favourable
as the malice of the bell itself could
wish: for 1 am 250 miles away
from it, and buried in the depth of
mountains. And what am 1 doing
amongst the mountains? Taking
opium. Yes, but what else? Why,
reader, in 1812, the year we are now
arrived at, as well as for some years
previous, I have been chiefly sm(:L-
ing German metaphysics, in
writings of Kant, Kichte, Schelling,
&e. how, and in - what mape
ner, do I live? in short, what class
or description of men do I belong
to? I am at this period, viz. ia
1812, living in a cottage; anq wu'h
a single female servant (honi soit
qui mal y pense), who, amongst my
neighbours, passes by the mame of
my ¢ house-keeper.” And, as a
olar and & man of leamed edu-
cation, and in that sense a gentle-
man, 1 may presume to class myself
as an unworthy member of that in-
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dmitih body callgd Igr;tlemm. Part-
ly on the groun ave assigned,
Eerhaps; partly because, from my

aving no visible calling or business,
it is rightly judged that I must be
living on my private fortune ; I am
so classed by my neighbours: and,
by the courtesy of modern England,
I am usually addressed on letters,
&c. esquire, though having, I fear,

in the rigorous construction of he-

ralds, but slender pretensions to
that distinguished -honour: yes, in
popular estimation, I am X. Y. Z,
esquire, but not Justice of the Peace,
nor Custos Rotulorum. Am 1
married ? Not yet. And I still take
opium? On Saturday nights. And,
perhaps, have taken it unblushingly
¢ver since ¢ the rainy Sunday,” and
¢the stately Pantheon,” and ¢ the
beatific druggist ” of 1804?—Even so.
And how do I find my health after
all this opium-eating ? in short, how
do I do? Why, pretty well, I thank
you, reader: in the phrase of ladies
in the straw, “ as well as can be
expected.” In fact, if I dared toway
the real and simple truth, though, to
gatisfy the theories of medical men,
1 ought to be ill, I never was better
in my life than in the spring of
1812; and T hope sincerely, that
the quantity-of claret, port, or ¢ par-
ticular Madeira,” which, in all pro-
bability, you, good reader, have
taken, and design to take, for
every term of eight years, during
your natural life, may as little dis-
order your health as mine was dis-
ordered by the opium 1 had taken
for the eight years, between 1804 and
1812. - Hence you may see in
the danger of taking any m:gizlal
advice from Anastusius; in divinity,
fer aught I know, or law, he may
be a safe counsellor ; but not in me-
dicine. No: it is far better to con-
sult Dr. Buchan; us ¥ did: for I
Mern forgot~that wor:ih{ man’s ex-
cellent suggestion: and I was <«

tieularly cgt;.:d not to take all:lv:
fivesand-twenty ounces of . laudae
num.” To this moderation and tem-
perate use of the article, I may
aecribe it, I suppose, that as yet,
wt least, (i.c. in 1812,) I am ig-
norant and unsuspicious of the a-
venging terrors which opium has
in store for those who abuse its
lenity. At the same time, it must

Confetsions of an English Opium-Bater

863

not be forgotten, that hitherto I
have been only a dilettante eater of
opium: eight years’ practice even,
with the single precaution of allowing
sufficient intervals between every in-
dulgence, has not been sufficient - to
make opium necessary to' me us an
article of dally diet. But now comes
a different era. Move on, if you
please, reader, to 1813. In the sum-
mer of the year we have just quitted,
I had suffered much in bodily health
from distress of mind connected with
a very melancholy event. This event,
being no ways related to the subject
now before me, further than through
the bodily illness which it produced,
I need not more particularly notice.
Whether this illness of 1812 had any
share in that of 1818, I know not:
but so it was, that in the latter year,
I was attacked by a most appalling
irritation of the stomach, in all re-
spects the same as that which had
caused me so much suffering in
youth, and accompanied by a revival
of all the old dreams. This is the
point of my narrative on which, as
respects my own self-justification,
the whole of what follows may be
said to hinge. And here I find my-
self in a perplexing dilemma:--Either,
on the one hand, I must exhaust the
reader’s patience, by such a detail of
my malady, and of my struggles with
it, as might suffice to establish the
fact of my inability to wrestle any lon-
r with irritation and constant suf.
ging: or, on the other hand, by
passing lightly over this critical part
of my story, I must forego the bene-
fit of a stronger impression left on
the mind of the reader, and must lay
myself open to the misconstruction
of having slipped by the easy and
gradual steps of self-indulging per-
sons, from the first to the final stage of
opium-eating (a misconstruction to
which there will be a lurking predis-
position in most readers, from my
];revious acimowledgments.) This
the dilemma: the first horn of
which would be sufficient to tose and
gore any column of patient readers,
though drawn up sixteen deep and
coustantly relieved- by fresh men:
consequently that is not to be thought
of. It remains then, that ¥ postulate
8o much as is necessary for my pur-
se.. And let me take as full credit

r what ] postulate as if I had de-

: 6
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monetrated it, good reader, at the
‘expense of your patience and my
ewn. Be not so ungene¢rous as to
det me suffer in your good opinion

l.hmufh my own forhearance and re»
gard for your comfort. No: believe
all that I ask of you, viz. that I could
regist no longer, believe it liberally,
and as an act of grace: or else m
mere prudence : for, if not, then in
the next edition of my Opium Con-
fessions revised and enlarged, 1 will
make you believe and tremble: and
8 force dennuyer, by mere dint of
pandieulation I will terrify all read-
ers of mine from ever again question=
ing any postulate that I shall think
fit to make.

This then, let me repeat, I postulate
=—that, at the time I began to take
opium daily, 1 could not have done
otherwise. Whether, indeed, after-
wards I might not have succceded in
breaking ofg the habit, even when it
seemed to me that all efforts would
be unavailing, and whether many of
the innumerable efforts which I did
make, might not have been carried
much further, and my gradual re.
conquests of ground lost might not
have been followed up much more
energetically —these are questions
which I must decline. Perhaps I
might make out a case of palliation;
but, shall I ingenuously ? I
eonfess it, as a hesetting infirmity of
mine, that I am too much of an Eu-
demonist : 1 hanker too much after
a state of happiness, both for-myself
and others: I cannot face misery,
whether my own or not, with an eye
of mlf’lll:xe?t firmness: and am little
capable of encountering present pain
for the sake of any reversionary benpe?ilt.
On some other matters, I can agree
with the gentlemen in the cotton.
trade® at Manchester in affecting
she Stoic mﬂhﬂosophy : but not in this.
Here I take the liberty of an Bclec~
tic philosopher, and J look out for
some courteous and considerate sect
that will condescend niore to the in<
firm condition of an opium-eater;
that are ¢ sweet men,” as Chaucer
says, ¢ to give absolution,” and will
show some conscience in the penances
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they inflict, and the efforts of absti-
nence they exact, from sinners
like myself. An inhuinan moralist
I can no more endure in my nervous
state than opium that has not been
boiled: At any rate, he, whe sam-
mans me to send out a large freight
of self-denial and mortification u
any cruising voyage of moral im-
provement, must meke it clear to my
understanding that the concern is a
hopeful one. At my time of life (six
and thirty iears-of age) it cannot be
supposed that I have much energy
to spare: in fact, I find it all little
enough for the-intellectual labours 1
have on my hands: and, therefore,
let no man e to frighten me by
a few hard words into embarking any
part of it upon desperate advemtures
of morality.

Whether desperate or net, how-
ever, the issuc of the struggle in
1813 was what 1 have mentioned 3
and from this date, the reader is tb
consider me as a regular and con-
firmed opium-eater, of whom to ask
whether on any particular day he had
or had not taken opium, would be te
ask whether his lungs had performed
respiration, or the heart fulfilled its
fanctions. — You understand now,
reader, what I am: and yon are by
this time aware, that no old gentle-
man, “ with a snow-white ‘bear_d,”
will have any chance of persuading
me to surrender * the little ldc:a
receptacle of the pernicious >
No: I give notice to all, whether
moralists or surgeons, that, whatever
be their pretensions and skill in their
respective lnes of practice, they must
not hope for any countenance from
me, if they think to beﬂn by any
savage proposition for a Lent or Ra-
madan of abstinence from oplum.
This then being all fully understood
between us, we shall in future sail
before the wind. Now then, reader,
from 1818, where all this time we
have been sitting down and loitering
—rise up, if you please,and walk fors
ward about three years more. Now
draw up the curtain, and you shall sce
me in a new character.

If any man, poor or rich, were to

®* A handsome news-room, of which I was

politely made free in passing through

Manchester by several gentlemen of that place, is called, I think, The Porch : whence

I,whoama

in Manchester, inferred that the subscribers meant to profiss thein.

selves followers of Zeno.  But I have been since assured that this is & mistuke.

~
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say that he would tell us what had
been the ha day in his life, and
the why, the wherefore, I sup-
that we should all cry out—Hear
. ﬁ?u::e! Hear himr ! —As to the happiest
day, that must be very difficult for
any wise man to name: because any
event, that h:‘.::]d occupy so distin-
guished a in a man's retrospect
of his life‘, l‘:i"l;l::l entitled to have zl:led
a- special felicity en any one day,
ought to be of such an enduri
character, as that (accidents apart) it
should have continued to shed the
same felicity, or one not distinguish-
ably less, on many years together.
To the happiest lustrum, however, or
even to the happiest year, it may be
allowed to any man to point without
discountenance from wisdom. This
year, in my case, reader, was the one
which we have now reached ; though
it atood, I confess, as a parenthesis
between years of a gloomier charac-
ter. It was a year of brilliant water
Lh speak after the manner of jewel-
rs), set as it were, and insulated, in
the gloom and cloudy melaneholy ot
eplam. Strange as it may sound, I
bad a little before this time descend~
ed suddenly, and without any consi-
derable effort, from 320 grains of
opium (i. e. eight*® thousand drops

of laudanum) per day, to forty
graius, or one cighth part. Instan-
taneously, and as if by , the

cloud of profoundest melancholy
which rested upon my brain, like
some black vapours that [ -have
scen roll away from the summits of
mountains, drew off in one day
(xtmpmper) ; passed off with its murky
ners as simultancously as a shi
that has been stranded, and is ﬂoates
off by a spring tide—

That moveth altogether, if it move at all.

Now, then, I was again happy: I
now took oniy 1000 drops OF lau-
danum per day: and what was that?
A latter spring had come to close up
the season of youth: my brain per-
formed its functions as healthily as
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ever before : ¥ read Kamt again ; and
T did Agamm’ mde:}
my
pleasure expanded themselves to all
around me: and if man from
Oxford or Cambridge, or from neither
had been announced to me in'ny un-
pretending cottage, I should have
welcomed him with as sumptuous a
reception as so poor a man could offer.
Whatever else was wanting to a wise
man’s happiness,—of laudanum [
would have given him as much as he
wished, and in a golden cup. Anﬁ.
by the way, now that 1 speak
giving laudanum away, I remember,
about this time, a little incident,
which I mention, because, trifling as
it was, the rcader will soon meet it
in my dreams, which it influ-
enced more fearfully than could be
imagined. One day a Malay knock-
ed at my door. at business a
Malay could have to transact amongst
English mountains, I cannot conjec-
ture: but possibly he was on his road
to a sea-port about forty miles dis-
tant.

The servant who opened the door
to him was a young girl born and
bred amongst the mountains, who had
never seer an Asiatic dress of any
sort: his turban, therefore, confound-
ed her not a little: and, as it turned
out, that his attainments in E
were exactly of the same extent am
hers in the Malay, there seemed to
be an impassable gulph fixed between
all communication of ideas, if either
i:arty had happened to posseas any.

n this dileroma, the girl, recollecting
the reputed learning of her master
(and, doubtless, giving me credit for
a knowlcdﬁe of all the languafes of
the earth, besides, perhaps, a few of
the lunar ones), came and gave me to
understand that there was a sort of
demon below, whom she clearly ima=

ined that my art could exorcise
rom the house. I did not imme-
diately go down: but, when 1 did,
the group which presented itself,
arranged as it was by accidemt,

" ® T herereckon twenty-five drops of laudanum as equivalent.to one grain of opiym,
which, I believe, is the common estimate. However, as both may be considcred variable
qmt;ﬁu (the crude opiwn varying much in strength, and the tincture still more), I
suppose that no infinitesimal accuracy can be had in such-a calculation. Tea-spoons vary

as much in size as opium in strength. Small ones hold about 100
drops are about eighty times a tea-spoonful.

Dr. Buchen’s indulgent allowanee.

: so that 8000
The reader sees how much I kept within



though not very elahorate, took hold
of my fancy and my eye in a way
that none of the statuesque attitudes
exhibited in the ballets at the Opera
House, though so ostentatiously com-
Elex, had ever dome. In a cottage
itcheny, but panelled on the wall
with dark wood that from age and
ruhbing resemhled oak, and looking
more like a rustic hall of entrance
than a kitchen, stood the Malay—his
turban and loose trowsers of di
white relieved upon the dark panel-
ling : he had placed himself nearer to
the girl than she seemed to relish;
though her native spirit of mountain
intrepidity contended with the feeling
of simple awe which her countenance
expressed as she gazed upon the
tiger-cat before her. And a more
striking picture there could not be
imagined, than the beautiful English
face of the tﬁiﬂ, and its exquisite fair-
ness, together with her erect and in-
dependent attitude, coutrasted with
the sallow and bilious skin of the
Malay, enamelled or veneered with
wahogany, by marine air, his small,
fierce, restless eyes, thin lips, slavish
estures and adorations. Half-hid-
by the ferocious looking Malay,
was a little child from a neighbour-
ing cottage who had crept in after
him, and was now in the act of re-
verting its head, and gazing upwards
at the turban and the fiery eyes be-
neath it, whilst with one hand he
caught at the dress of the young wo-
man for protection. My knowled
of the Oriental tongues is not remark-
ably extensive, beiug indeed confined
to two words—the Arabic word for
barley, and the Turkish for opium
&madjoon), which I have learnt from
nastasius. And, as I had neither a
Malay dictionary, nor even Adelung’s
Mithridates, which might have helped
me to a few words, I addressed him
in some lines from the Iliad ; consi-
dering that, of such languages as I
possessed, Greek, in point of longi-
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tude, came hically nearest to
an Oriental one. ﬁe worshi me
in a most deveut manner, and replied
in what 1 suppose was Malay. In
this way I saved my reputation with
my neighbours: for the Malay had
no means of betraying the secret. He
lay down upon the floor for about an
hour, and pwsued his journey.
On his departure, I presented him
with a piece of opium. To him, as
an Orientalist, concluded that
opium must be familiar: and the ex«
pression of his face convineed mo that
it was. Nevertheless, ] was struck
with some little consternation when
I saw him suddenly raise his hand to
his mouth, and (in the school-boy
phrase) bolt the whole, divided into
three pieces, at one mouthful. The
antity was enough to kill three
a:igoons and their horses : and I felt
some alarm for, the poor creatwre:
but what could be done? I had given
him the opium in compassion for his
solitary life, on recollecting that if he
had travelled on foot from London, it
must be nearly three weeks since he
could have exchanged a thought with
any human being. I could not think of
violating the laws of hospitality, by
having him seized and drenched with
an emetic, and thus frightening him
into a notion that we were going to sa-
crifice him to some Engli.sgt_;do . No:
there was clearly no help for it:—he
took his leave: and for some days P
felt anxious: but as I never heard of
any Malay being found dead, I be-
came convinced that he was used® to
opium: and that I must have done
him the service 1 designed, by giving
him one night of respite from the-
pains of wandering. .
This incident 1 have digressed to
mention, becausc this Malay 'Spartly
from the picturesque exhibition he
assisted to frame, partly from the
anxiety I comnected with his im
for some days) fastened afterw
upon my dreams, and brought other

® This, however, is not & necessary conclusion :

varieties of effect produced by

e
ium on different constitutions are infinite. A Loghon Magistrate (Harriott’s Strag-
gles through Life, vol. iii. p. 301, Third Edition), has recorded that, on the first ac-

casion of his

trying lauflanum for the gout, he took forty drops, the next night siaiy,

and on the fifth night cighty, without any effect whatever: and this at an advanced age.
I have an anecdote from a country surgeon, however, which sinks Mr. Harriott's case into
a trifle; and in my projected medical treatise on opium, which I will publish, provided
the Callege of Surgeons will pay me for enlightening their benighted understandings upon
this subject, I will rclatcit: butit is far too good a story to be published gratis.
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Malays with him worse than himself,
that ran ““ a-muck” * at me, and
led me into a world ef troubles.—
But to quit this episode, and to
return to my ingercalary year of hap-
piness. I have said already, that on
a subject so important to us all as
happiness, we should listen with
pleasure to any man’s experlence or
experiments, even though he were
but a pl.oug;n-boy,lo wllllo;u.lr.-anm):1 be
posed to have very deep
?hl& such an intrapct:fle soil as that
of human pains and pleasures, or to
have conducted his reseaachl:: upon
any very enlightened princip But
) yvlrl::)rylmv'e taken g):m iness, both
in a solid and a liquid shape, both
boiled and unboiled, both East India
and Turkey—who have conducted
my experiments upon this interest-
ing suE;ect with a sort of galvanic
battery—and have, for the general
benefit of the world, inoculated my-
self, as it were, with the poison of
8000 drops of laudanum per day
S:jult, for the same reason, as a
rench surgeon inoculated himself
lately with cancer—anhE;lglish oned,
twenty years ago, with p e—an
a third, 1 kn:go not of wla:fllzl nation,
with hydrophobia),—I (it will be
admitted) must surely know what
happiness is, if any body does. And,
therefore, I will here lay down an
analysis of happiness; and as the
most interesting mode of communi-
cating it, I will give it, not didacti-
cally, but wrapt up and involved in
a picture of one evening, as I spent
every evening during the intercalary
year when laudanum, though taken
daily, was to me no more than the
elixir of pleasure. This done, I shall
uit the subject of happiness altoge-
er, and pass to a very different
one—the pains of opium.

Let there be a cottage, standing
in a valley, 18 miles from any town—
no spacious valley, but about two
miles long, by three quarters of a
mile in average width; the benefit
of which provision is, that all the
families resident within its circuit
will compose, as it were, one larger
household personally familiar to your

-eye, ind more or less interesting to
your affections. Let the mountains
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be real mountains, between 83 and
4000 feet high; and the cottage, a
real cottage; not (as a witty author
has it) ‘ a cottage with a double
coach-house:” let it be, in fact (for
I must abide by the actual scene),
a white cotm%e, embowered with
flowering shrubs, so chosen as to
unfold & succession of flowers upon
the walls, and clustering round the
windows through all the months of
apring, summer, and autumn—bes'
gming, in fact, with May roses;
and ending with jasmine. Let it,
however, not be spring, nor summer,

nor autumn—but winter, in his’

sternest shape. This is a most im-

portant point in the science of happi«"

ness. And I am surprised to sce
people overlook it, and think it mat-
ter of congratulation that winter is
ing ; or, if coming, is not likely to

a severe one. On the contrary, I
put up a. petition annually, for as
much snow, bail, frost, or storm, of
one kind or other, as the skies can
ssibly afford us. Surely every

y is aware of the divine pleasures
which attend a winter side :
candles at four o’clock, warm hearthe
rugs, tea, a fair tea-maker, shutters

, curtains flowing in am

draperies on the floor, whilst the

wind and rain are raging audibly

without,
And at the doors and windows seem to call,
A:heav':nmd earth they would together
mell s
Yet the least entrance find they none atall 5
‘Whence sweeter grows our rest secure in
massy h#fll.—Castle of Indolence.
All these are items in the descrip-
tion of a winter evening, which must
surely be familiar to every body
born in a high latitude. And it is
evident, that most of these delica-
cies, like ice-cream, require a very
low temperature of the atmosphere
to produce them: they are fruits
which cammot be ripened without
weather stormy or inclement, in some
way or other. I am not ¢ particu-
lar,” as people say, whether it he
snow, or black frost, or wind so
strong, that (as Mr. says) “ you
may lean your back against it like
apost.” I can put up even with rain,
provided it rains cats and dogs: but

® See the common accounts in any Eastern traveller or voyager of the frantic excesses
committed by Malays who have taken opium, or are reduced to desperation by ill

luck at gambling.




something of the sort I must have:

" and, if I have.it not, 1 think -myself .

in a2 manner ill-used : for why am I
called on to pay 80 heavily for win-
ter, in coals, and capdles, and .va-
rious privations  that will oecur
even to gentlemen, if; I -am notito
‘have the article g of -its, kind ?
No: a Canadian winter for my
money: or a Russian one, where
'évery man is but a prieter with
“the north wind in the fee-simple of
chis own ears. Indeed, so great an
‘epicure am I in this matter, that I
cannot relish a winter night fully if
'§t be much past St. Thomas’s day,
,and have degenerated into disgust-

ndencies to vernal ap :
nos: th must be divided Ey a thiek
* of dark n* " 3 from all retamn
1e.—From the lat-
ber to Christmas-
the period during
in season, which,
.enters the room

: for tea,' tho
who are naturally
or are become so
g, and are not
ience from 8o re«
will always he
rage of the intels
ny part, I would
MOV guesans .+ v thnson in a bellum
snlernecinum against Jonas Hanway,
dr any other impious person, who
slqouhf presume to disparage it—
But here, to save myself the trou.
ble of too much verbal description,
Y will introduce a painter; give
him directions for the rest of the
picture. ' Painters do not like white
cottages, unless a good deal weathera
stained: but as Lﬁe reader nQw un-
derstands that it is a winter night,
his services will not be required, ex-

cept for the inside of the house.

aint me, then, a room seventeen

feet by twelve, and not more than
w a3 a L21° "ot high. This,

at ambitiously
i, the drawing-.

itriyed, <“ a dou~
i also, and more

library; for it..
re the only arti- .
ich I am richer .
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‘near the fire,  paint me a'tes-table ;
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Jous with beoks: and, 'furtherfnore,
puint m%a goo;iod firé ; ‘and’ fiimiture,
plain and modest, befitting the un-
of a s¢holar. And,

and (as it is clear that fio créature
edn come to seeone such ‘a’§tbimy

«nighty ). place enly two cups‘and'sa:-
‘emrs on the tea-tray: ahtg&;f ou

Jmow hew o patit such-z
bolically; 1 orrothérwise,
wternal: t—eterml B parte’ dnlp,
and 2 parte poet ;- for T us aﬂ{ﬂh
tea frem' ¢ d'clockz‘ltn'htio
four o’clock in the'mdrhing. a, ds
it is very unpleasant to make tea," 'tr
to pour it out for onesélf, pdint rhe a
lovely youmg woman, sitting at tNe
table..” Paint her arms like Aurora,
and her smiles like Hebe's :—But no,
dear M., not even in'jest let
insinuate that thy power to illumii-
nate nx cottage rests upon a tenu:?
so perishable as mere personal beghr-
:lig"
of an

aint me'

2y ; or that the witchcraft of
smiles lies within the empire ::):g
earthly pencil. Pass, then, my go6
painter, to something more withinh §
wer: and the next articlé' brough
orward should naturaily be myself—
a pieture of the Opium-eater, with
kis « little golden receptacle of th
pesnicious drug,” -lying beside
on the table. As to the dpium,"
have no objection to see a picture of
that, though I would rather see the
original: you ‘may paint it " yon
choose ; but I apprize you, that no
¢ little” receptacle would, even, in
1816, answer my purpose, -who Was
at a distance from the * stately Pah-!
theon,” and all druggists (mottal of'
otherwise). No: you may #s well’
paint the real receptacle, which whs
not of gold, but of glass, and a8 mucK
like a wine-decanter as possible. ‘Into’
this you may put ‘a quart of ruby4’
coloured laudarmsm : that, #nd #'book’
of German metaphJsic’s phated by 3"
side,.will sufficiently attc$t my! "
in the neighbourkood ; Init; a¥ to -
salf;-~there I.demur. 1 admit thdf,
naturally, I ought te occupy the fore-
ground of the- picture; that being
the .bero of the piece, or (if you
choose) the erinrinal at the bar, iy’
body. should behad into court. This

Of these, . I, seems:rezsongble: but*why ¢hould I''

asand, collected.

confess,: on this point, to' a painter?

ighteenth, year.-« or why confess at all? If thdpubfic
L a8 many as.you (irito whose private ear I am confi-
Make it popwuil: dentially whispering wy cenfessions,



M.
and not into amy painter’s) sheuld
chance to have framed some
able picture for itself, of the Opium-
eater's exterior,—should have ascrib-
ed to him, romantically, an elegant
rson, or & handsome face, why
should 1 b;re!barously fma tilt;m
euin{ a delusion—p to
fh{e public and to me? No: paint
me, if at all, accerding to your own
fancy; and, as a painter’s fancy
ghould teem with beautiful creations,
I cannot fail, in that way, tobe a
iner. And now, reader, we have
run through all the ten categories of
my condition, as it stood about 1816
==17: up to the middle of which lat~
ter year I judge myself to have been
e py man: the elements of
that bappiness I have endeavoured to
place before you, in the above
sketch of the interior of a scholar’s li-
brary, in a cottage among the moun-
taine, on a stormy winter evening.
But now farewell—a long farewell

to ha winter or summer!
fnrewMes and laughter ! fare-
well to of mind | farewell to
hope nnc{ to tranquil dreams, and to
the blessed consolations of sleep!
for more than three years and a half
I am summoned away from these: I
am now arrived at an lliad of woes:
for 1 have now to record

THE PAINS OF OPFPIUM.
sm——e2as when some painter dips

His pencil in the gloom of earthquake and
eolipse. Shelley’s Revolt of Islam.
Reader, who have thus far accom-
panied me, I must request your at~
tention to a brief explanatory note
on three points :

1. For several reasons, I have not
been able to compose the notes for
this part of my narrative into any
regular and connected shape. I give
the notes disjointed as I find them,
or have now drawn them up from
memory. Some of them point to
their own date; some 1 have dated ;
and some are undated. Whenever
it could answer my purpoee to trans-
plant them from the natural or ehro-
nological order, I have not scrupled
to do so. Sometimes I speak in the

resent, sometimes in the past tense.

ew of the notes, perhaps, were writ~

ten exactly at the period of time to

which they relate ; but this can little

affect their accuracy ; as the impres-

monsv 'ef‘?f such that they can never
oL. 1V.
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fade from my mind. Much hag been
omitted. I could not, without effort,
constrain myself to the task of either
recalling, or constructing into a re-
ar narrative, the whole burthen of
orrors which lies upon my brain.
This feeling partly I plead in excuse,
and partly that I am now in Lan-
don, and am a helpless sort of person,
who cannot even arrange his own
papers without assistance ; and I am
separated from the hands which are
wont to perform for me the offices of
an amanuensis.

2. You will think, perhaps, that I
am too confidential and communica~
tive of my own private history. It
may be so. But my way of writing
is rather to think aloud, and follow
my own humours, than much to
consider who is listening to me ; and,,
if I stop to consider what is proper
to be said to this or that person, I
shall soon c:lrlne to doubt .thetfl;ecr
any part at is proper. The fact
is, Ip place myselfP at a distance of
fifteen or twenty years ahead of tbis
time, and suppose myself writing to
those who will be interested about
me hereafter ; and wishing to have
some record of a time, the entire his-
togof which noone can know but my-
selt, I do it as fully as I am able with
the efforts I am now capable of
making, because I know not whether
I can ever find time to do it n.

3. It will occur to you often to
ask, why did [ not rel myself
from the horrors of opium, leav-
ing it off, or diminishing it? To this
I must answer briefly: it might be
supposed that 1 yielded to the fasci-
nations of opium too easily ; it can-
not be siipposed that any man cap be
charmed by its terrors. The reader
may be sure, therefore, that I made
attempts innumerable to reduce the
quantity. I add, that those who wit-
nessed the agonies of those attempts,
and not myself, were the first to
me to desist. But could not 1 have
reduced it a drop a day, or hy adding
water, have bisected or trisected a
drop? A thousind drops bisected
would thus have taken nearly six
years to reduce ; and that way would
certainly not have answered. But
this ik.}l a con::::; n;istake of those
who know nothing of opium experi-
mentally ; I appeal to who do,
whether it is not always found that
downté)acertain point it can be re-

2
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@uced with ease and even pleasure,
but that, after that point, further re-
duction causes intense suffering. Yes,
say many thoughtless persons, who
know not what they are taltking of,
you will suffer a little low spirits an
dejection for a few days. answer,
no; there is nothing like low spirits ;
on the contrary, the mere animal spi-
rits are uncommo raised: the
wise is improved: the health is
tter. It is not there that the suf-
fering lies. It has no resemblance to
the sufferings caused by renouncing
wine. It is a state of unutterable
irritation of stomach (which surely
is not much like dejection), accoms
mi:d by intense perspirations, and
gs such as I shall not attempt
to describe without more space at
my command.

I shall now enter ¢ i medias res,”
and shall anticipate, from a time
when my ogium pains might be said
to be at their acmé, an account of

their ing effects on the intellec-
tual faculties.
My studies have now been long in-

terrupted. I cannot read to myself
with any pleasure, bardly with a mo-
ment’s endurance. Yet I read aloud
sometimes for the pleasure of others;
because, reading i1s an accomplish-
ment of mine ; and, in the slang use
of the word accomplishment as a su-
perficial and ornamental attainment,
almost the only one I possess: and
formerly, if 1 any vanity at all
connected with any endowment or
attainment of mine, it was with this ;
for I had observed that no accom-
plishment was so rare. Players are
the worst readers of all: —— reads
vilely: and Mrs. ——, who is so ce-
lebrated, can read nothing well but
dramatic compositions: Milton she
cannot read sufferably. People in
general either read q::try without
any passion at all, or else overstep the
modesty of nature, and read not like
scholars. Of late, if 1 have felt
moved by any thing in books, it has
been by the grand lamentations of
SBampson Agonistes, or the great har-
monies of the Batanic speeches in
Paradise Regained, when read aloud
by myself. #n{oung lady somnetimes
comes and drinks tea with us: at her
request and M.’s I now and then read
W—"8 poems to them. (W. by
the bye, is the only poet I ever met

Confessions of an English OpiwmeZater.

[Oet.
who could read his oW verses : often
indéed he reads admirably.)

" Por nearly two veats 1 believe that
I read no book but one: and I owe
it to the author, in discharge of a
great debt of gratitude, to mention
what that wes. - The sublimer and
more passiohate poets I still read, as
I have said, by snutches, and oceal
sionally. But my 'proper vocation,
as I well knew, was the exercise of
the analytic understending. Now,
for the most part, analytic studies
are contimwous, and not to be pur.
sued by fits and starts, or &
tary efforts. Mathematics, for in-
stance, intellectual philosophy, &rc.
were all become itm:iputta le to
me; I shrunk from them with &
gense of powerless and infantine fee-
bleness that gave me an anguish the
greater from remembering the time
when I grappled with them to my own
hourly ggig t; and for this further
reason, because I had devoted the la-
bour of my whole life, and had dedi-
cated my intellect, blossomsandfruits, -
to the slow and elaborate toil of con-
structing one single work, to which 1
had presumed to give the title of an
unfinished work of B8pinosa’s; vin
De emendatione Aumani intelleetils.
This was now lying locked up, as by
frost, like any Spanish bridge or a~
queduct, begun upon too great u
scale for the resources of the archi-
tect; and, instead of surviving me
as a monument of wishes at 'y
and aspirations, and a life of labour
dedicated to the exaltation of human
nature in that way in which Goed
had best fitted me to promote sé
great an object, it was likely to
stand a memorial to my children of
hopes defeated, of baffled efforts, of
materials uselessly accumulated, of
foundations laid that were never to
support a superstructure,—of the
grﬁef and the ruin of the architect: T
this state of imbecility, I had, for a-
musement, turned my attention to po-
litical economy ; :ndy understanding,
which formerly had been as ‘active
and restless as a hyena, could not, 1
suppose (so long as I lived at all

sink into utter lethargy ;and politica

economy offers this advantage to a
person in my state, that-though it is
eminently 4n organmic science (no
part, that is to say, but what acts on
the whole, as the whole again re-acts
on each part), yet the several parts
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may be detached and contemplated
singly. Gereat as wus the prostration
of my powers at this time, yet I
could not forget iny knowledge ; and
my understanding had been for too
many years intimate with severe
thmz' ers, with logic, and the great
masters of knowl not to be a-
ware of the utter feebleness of the
main herd of modern economists. I

had been led in 1811 to look into

loads of books and pamphlets on
wany branches of economy; and,
at my desire, M. sometimes read
to me chapters from more recent
works, or parts of parliamentary de-
bates. I saw that these were gene-
rally the very drege and rinsings of
the human intellect; and that any
man of sound head, and practised in
wielding logic with a scholastic a-
droitness, might take up the whole
academy of moderm economists, and
throttle them between heaven and
earth with his finger and thumb, or
bray their fungus heads to powder
with a lady’s fan. At length, in
1819, a friend in. Edinburgh sent me
down Mr. Ricardo’s book: and re-
curring to my own prophetic. antici-

tion of the advent of some legis-,

ator for this science, I said, before I
had finished the first chapter, «“ Thou
art the man !” Wonder and curlosity
were emotions that had long been
dead in me. Yet I wondered once
more: I wondered at myself that I
could once again be stimulated to
the effort of reading : and much more
I wondered at the hook. Had this
Erofound work been really written in

ngland during the nineteenth cen-
tury? Was it possible? I supposed
thinking® had ﬁzen extinct in Eng-
land. Could it be that an Englisg-
man, and he not in academic bowers,
but oppressed by mercantile and se-
natorial cares, had accomplished
what all the universities of Europe,
and a century of thought, had failed
even to advanceby one hair’s breadth?
All other writers had been crushed
and overlaid by the enormous weight
of facts and documents; Mr. gh
cardo had deduced, @ priori, from the
understanding itself, laws which first
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gave a ray of ight into the unwieldy
chaos of materials, and had con-
structed what had been but a collec-,
tion of tentative discussions into a
science of regular proportions, now,
first standing on an eternal basis.~ |

Thus did one single work of a
profound understanding avail to give
me a pleasure and an activity which I
had not known for years:—it roused,
me even to write, or, at least, to dic-
tate, what M. wrote for me. It
seemed to me, that some important
truths had escaped even ¢ the inevit-
able eye” of Mr. Ricardo: and, as
these were, for the most part, of such.
a nature that I could express or il-,
lustrate them more briefly and ele-
gantly by algebraic symbols than in,
the usual clumsy and loitering dic-,
tion of economists, the whole would
not have filled a Lﬁocket-book; and
being so brief, with M. for my ama-
nuensis, even at this time, incapahle
as I was of all general exertion, I
drew up my ProEgomcna to oll future
Systems ‘oﬂ' Political Economly. I
hope it will not be found redolent of
opium ; though, indeed, to most peo-

e, the subject itself is a sufficient
opiate.

This exertion, however, was hut a
temporary flash; as the seq}t:el show-
ed—for I designed to publish my
work : arrangements were made at a

rovincial press, about eighteen miles

istant, for printing it. An additi-
onal compositor was retained, for
some days, on this account. The
work was even twice advertised : and
1 was, in a manner, pledged to the
fulfilment of my intention. But I had
a preface to write ; and a dedication,
which I wished to make a splendid
one, to Mr. Ricardo. I found myself

uite unable to accomplish all this.

he arrangements were counter-
manded : the compositor dismissed :
and my ¢ Prolegomena” rested
peacefully by the side of its elder and
more dignified brother.

I have thus described and illustrated
my intellectual torpor, in terms that
8Ep]¥' more or less, to every part of
the four years during which I was
under the Circean spells of opium.

® The reader must remember what I here mean by thinking : because, else this would
be & vary presumptuous expression. England, of late, has been rich to excess in fine

thinkers, in the
of m i

ents of creative and combining thought ; but there is a sad dearth
rs in any analytic path. A Scotchman of eminent name has lately

told us, that he is obliged to quit even matl]l;amtiu, for want of encouragement.
' L2 ; '
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But for misery and suffering, I might,
indeed, be said to hdve existed m a
dormant state, ,. ] seldom copld pre-
vail on myself to write a letter; an
answer of a few worils, to any that 1
receired, was the utmast that I could
accomplish ; and otten fhat not until
the letter had lain weeks, or even
months, an mg writing table. With-
out the aid of. M. all records of
bills . paid, ar fo,be paid, must have
peri : and my whole domestic
economy, whatever became of Poli-
tical Economy, must have gone into
irretrievable confusion.—I shall not
afterwards allude to this part of the
case: it is one, however, which the
opium-eater will find, in the end, as
oppressive and tormenting as any
other, from the sense of Incapacity
and feebleness, from the direct em-
barrassments incident to the neg-
Tect or procrastination of each day's
sppropriate duties, and from the re-
morse which must often exasperate
the stings of these evils to a reflective
and conscientious mind. The opium-
eater loses none of his moral sensibili-
ties, or aspirations: he wishes and
longs, as earnestly as ever, to realize
what he believes possible, and feels
to be exacted by duty ; but his intel-
lectual apprehension of what is possi-
ble infinitely outruns his power, not
-F -=~av *op only, buteven of power
e {ies under the weight
d night-mare: he lies
hat he would fain per-
a man forcibly con-
ed by the mortal lan-
1ixing disease, who is
ritness injury or out-
o some object of his
:—he curses the spells
m down from motion :
1y down his life if he
.up and walk ; but he
+ an infant, and cannot

.0 rise.
to what is the main
se latter confessions, to
| journal of what took
Ireams ; for these were
and proximate cause
suffering.
otice Ir\gad of any im-
e going on in this part
d economy, was from
.- —waxening of a.state of eye
generally incident to childhood, or
cxalted states of irritability. I know
not whether my reader is aware that
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many children, ps most, have =
power of painting, as it were; upon
the darkness, all sosts of phantoms.;
in sawe, that power is simply a me-
chanic affection of the eye; others
have a voluntary, or a semi-voluntary
power to dismiss or to summon them ;
or, as a child once said to me when
1 guestioned him on this matter, I
can tell them to go, and they go;
but sometimes they come, when I
don’t tell them to come.” Wherenpon
I told him that he had almost as un-
limited a command over apparitionsy
as a Roman oenturion over his sol-
diers.—In the middle of 1817, I
think it was, that this faculty became
positively distressing to me: at night,
when I {ny awake in bed, vast pro-
cessions passed along in mournful
pomp; friezes of never-ending sto-
ries, that to my feelings were as sad
and solemn as if they were stories
drawn from times before (Edipus or
Priam—before Tyre—before Mems-
phis. And, at the same time, a cor-
responding change took place in my
dreams; a theatre seemed suddealy
opened and lighted up within my
brain, which presented nightly q;ec-
tacles of more than earthly splen-
dour. And the four following facts
may be mentioned, as noticeable at
this time:

1. That, as the creative state of
the eye increased, a sympathy seem-
ed to arise between the waking and
the dreaming states of the brain in
one point—that whatsoever 1 hap-
pened to call up and to trace by a
voluntary act upon the darkness was
very apt to transfer itself to my
dreams ; so that I feared to exercise
this faculty ; for, as Midas turned all
things to gold, that yet baffled his
hopes and defrauded his human de-
sires, so whatsoever things le
of being visually represented 1 did
but think of in the kness, imme-
diately shaped themselves into phan-
toms of the eye; and, by a process
apparently no less inevitable, when
thus once traced in faint and visionary
colours, like writings in sympathetic
ink, they were drawn out by the
fierce chemistry of my dreams, into
insufferable splendour that fretted
my beart.

2. For this, and all other changes
in my dreams, were accompanied
by deep-seated anxiety and gloomy
melancholy, such as are wholly in-
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comimutficable by words. I seemed
night to descend, not meta-
horically, but literally to des¢end,
nto ‘chasms and sunless abysyes,
depths -below “depths, from which it
seetived h “that T tonld' évér
re-ascend. Nor ‘did I, by wakimg,
feel that T Aod re-ascended.’ This T
donot-dwell upon ; becatse the stity
-of gloom which attended these gor-
geous spectacles, amounting at last
to utter darkness, as of some suicidal
despondency, cannot be approached
by wotds. :

8. The sense of space, and in the
end, the sense of time, were both
mwerﬁxliy'aﬁ'ected. Buildings, Jand-
‘ , &c. were exhibited in pro-
portions so vast as the bodily eye is
not fitted to receive. Space swelled,
and was amplified to arn extent of un-
utterable infinity. ‘This, however,
did not disturb me so much as the
vast expansion of time ; I sometimes
" seemed to have lived for 70 or 100
{:grs in one night; nay, sometimes

feelings representative of a mil-
lenium passed in that time, or, how-
ever, of a duration far beyond the
HNmits of any human experience. -

" 4. The minutest incidents of child-
hood, or forgotten scenes of later
years, were often revived: I could
not be said to recollect them ; for if
I had been told of them when wak-
ing, I should not have been able to
acknowledge them as parts of my
past experience. But placed as they
wete before me, in dreams like in-
tuftions, and clothed in all their eva-
nescent circumstances and accom-
panying feelings. 1 recognised them
mstantaneously. I was once told by
a near relative of mine, that having
in her childhood fallen into a river,
and being on the very verge of death
‘but for the critical assistance which
reached her, she saw in a moment
her whole life, in its minutest inci-
dents, arrayed before her simmuita-
mneously as in 2 mirror; and she had
a faculty developed as suddenly for
comprehending the wiole and every
part. This, from some opium expe-
riences of mine, 1 can believe; 1
have, indeed, seen the same thing as-
serted twice in moderm books, and
accompanied by a remark which I
am convinoced i8 true; viz. that the
dread book of account, which the
Sqri]j)tqres"_spgak qf, _ia, in fact, the
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this' at ledst, I feel assured, that there

i* no such thivg as’forget
sible to the mil'; ajt.hous:(;gm
defits Youy, aid ‘will Interposé’a-veil
between our preserit  censciouiniess
and 'the decret inscriptions on the
mind'} atcidents of the samé’ soit
will also rend a¥ay this veil; ?ﬁlt
afike, whether veiled or tinveiiéll, the
indéription remains for ever ; juist a¥

the stars séem to withdraw e
the common’ ll!lght of day, i,
in fact, we all ‘know that it is the

light which is drawn over them' 4¥‘a
veil—and that they are waiting to'de
revealed when the obscuringdd§-
light shall have withdratm. -~ - - T
- Harin% noticed these four facts as
memorably distinguishing my dréam
from those of health, I shall now cit
a case illustrative of the first fatt;
and shall then cite any others that '}
remember, either in their chronolod
gical order, or any other that niay
give them more effect as pitturesto
the reader. o
I had been in youth, and even
since, for occasional amusément; 4
great reader of Livy, whom, 1 con-
ess, that I prefer, both for stylé and
matter, to any other of the Roman
historians: and 1 had often' felt s
most solemn and appalling’ sounds,
and most emphatically representative
of the majesty of the Roman peoplé,
the two words so often occurring
in Livi—ComuI Romanus ; espe-
cially when the consul is introduced
in his military character. I mean
to say, that the words king— suitan
—regent, &c. or any other titles of
those who embody in their own per-
sons the collective majesty of a great
people, had less power over mny re-
verential feelings. I had also, thongh
no great reader of history, made my-
self minutely and criticaily fantiliar
with one period of English history,
viz. the period of the Parliament
War, having been attraéted 'by th
moral grandeur of some whofig
in' that day, and by the mdtfy #n-
teresting memgqirs which' mitfive
those unquiet times. ge
arts of my lighter reatling, havitif
ished me often with -mhtter
reflection, now furnished me ‘with
matter, for my dreams. Often I used
to see, after painting upon the blank
darkness a sort of rehcarsal whilst
waking, a crowd of ladies, and per-
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- ¢ these are English ladies from the

py times of Charles I. These
- ave .the wives and the daughters of
. those who met in peace, and sate
-at the same tables, and were al-
lied by marriage or by blood ; and
yet, after a certain day in August,
+ 1642, never smiled upon each other
: again, nor met but in the field of
battle; and at Marston Moor, at
Newbury, or at Naseby, cut asun-
~der all ties of love by the cruel
sabre, and washed away in blood
- the memory of ancient friendship.”—
-The ladies danced, and looked as
lovely as the court of George IV.
Yet I knew, even in my m,
-that they had been in the grave for
nearly two centuries.—This pageant

-would suddenly dissolve: and, at a -

clapping of hands, would be heard
thepg:fmquakmg sound of Consul
- Romanus : ;l;d immediately e:]me
¢ gsweepin " in us palu-
daments, Paulus orgomus,pgirt
‘round by a company of centurions,
with the crimson tunic hoisted on a
-spear, and followed by the alulagmos
‘of the an legions.
Many years ago, when I was look-
ing over Piranesi's Antiquities of
.Rome, Mr. Coleridge, who was stand-
-ing by, described to me a set of plates
by that artist, called his Dreams, and
- which record the scenery of his own
visions during the delirium of a fe-
ver. Some of them (I describe onl
from memory of Mr. Coleridge’s
account) represented vast Gothic
halls: on the floor of which stood
.all sorts of engines and machinery,
wheels, cables, pulleys, levers, ca-
-tapults, &c. &c. expressive of enor-
mous power put forth, and resistance
-overcome. Creeping along the sides
of the w‘;lls, you perceived ﬁ stair-
.case; and upon it, ing his wa
upwards, was Pirang:io};lirgself : fol{
low the stairs a little further, and
you perceive it come to a sudden
abrupt termination, without any ba-
lustrade, and allowing no step on-
wards to him who had reached the
extremity, except into the depths
belowl.’m“;hﬂatever is to become of
poor Pi i, you suppose, at least,
that his labours must in some way
termivate here. But raise your eyes,
and behold a second flight of stairs
still higher: on which again Pira-
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- 1 heard it said, or I said to myself, °

-abyss. A
.a still more aerial flight of stairs is

Uplifted ; here,

[oa.

on the very brink of the
elevate your eye, and

beheld: and again is poor Piranesi
busy on his aspiring lubours: and
80 on, until the unfinished stairs

‘and Piranesi both are lost in the

upper gloom of the hall.—With the
same power of endless growth and
self-repreduction did my architec-
tur;a pr_oceedf in d:le:ﬁns.thlu ltln
early stage of my malady, the splen-
douzs of my dreams were mdeed::gﬂef-
ly architectural: and 1 beheld euch
pomp of citles and palaces as was
never yet heheld the waking
eye, unless in the clouds. From
a great modern I?oet: 1 cite part of
a passage which describes, as am
appearance actually beheld in the
ouds, what in many of its circum-
stances I saw frequently in sleep:

The , instantanecusly disclosed,

Wu?a a mighty city—boldly say

A wilderness of building, sinking far

And self-withdrawn into a wondrous ng&‘

Far sinking into splendor— without end 1

Fabric it seem™ of diamond, and of gold,

With alabaster domes, and silver spires,

And blasing terrace wpon terrace, high

serene pavilions bright

In avenues ; there towers begirt

With battlements that on their restless
fronts

Bore stars—illumination of all gems !

By earthly nature had the effect been
wrought

Upon the dark materials of the storm

Now pacified ; on them, and on the coves,

And mountain-steeps and summits, where-

unto
The vapours had receded,—taking there
Their station under a cerulean sky. &c.&e.
The sublime circumstance—<¢ bat-
tlements that on their restiess fronts
bore stars,”—might have been copied
from my architectural dreams, for
it often occurred.—We hear it re-
ported of Dryden, and of Fuseli in
modern times, that they thought
proper to eat raw meat for the sake
of obtaining splendid dreams: bow
much better for such a p to
have eaten opium, which yet 1 do not
remember any poet is recorded
to have done, except the dramatist
Shadwell : and in ancient days, Ho-
mer is, 1 think, rightly reputed to
have known the virtues of opium.
To my architecture succeeded

dreams of lakes—and silvery ex-
haunted me
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ﬂ it will' appear hudicrous to a
ical man) t some dropsical
state or tendency of the brain might
thus be .makinff itself (to use a me-
taphysjical word) oljective; and the
sentignt organ project itself as its
own object.— For two months I suf-
fered greatly in my head,—a part
of my' bodily structure which had
hitherto been so clear from all touch
or.taint of weakness (physically, I
mean), that I used to say of it, as
the last Lord Orford said of his
stomach, that it seemed likely to
swrvive the rest of my person.—Till
now I ‘had never felt a head-ach
even, or any the slightest pain, ex-
cept rheumatic pains caused by my
own felly. However, I got over
this attack, though it must have
been verging on something very dan-
gerous. .

The waters now changed their
character,—from -translucent lakes,
shining like mirrors, they now be-
came seas and oceans. And now
came a tremendous change, which,
unfolding itself slowly like a scroll,
through many months, promised
an . abidiug torment ; and, in fact,
it mever left me until the .wind-
ing up of my case. Hitherto the
human face had mixed often in
my dreams, but not despotically,
nor with any special t-Eower of tor-
menting. But now that which I
have called the tyranny of the hu-
man face began to unfold itself.
. Per some part of my London
life might be answerable for this.
Be that as it may, now it was that
upon the rocking waters of the ocean
the human face began to appear : the
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sea appeared paved with innumer-

able faces, upturned to the heavens:
faces, imploring, wrathful, despair-
ing, surged .upwards by thousands,
. by myriads, by generations, by cen-
turies : —my agitation was infinite,—~
. my wind tossed—and surged with
the ocean.

May, 1818.

a fearful ene-

aye been every

. The Malay has beip
my for months. I
night, through his means, transported
into Asiatic scenes. 1 kuow not
whether others share in my feelin
ou thispoint; butIhave often thought
that if I were compelled to forego
England, and Yo live in China, and
ampng Chi manners and modes

¥

375

of life and scenery, I should go mad.
The causes of my horror lie deep;
and some of them muast be comten to
others. Southern Asia, ifl genera), is
the seat of awful images and associa-
tions. As the cradle of the human
race, it would alone have a dim and
reverential feeling connected with it.
But there are other reasons. No
maun can pretend that the wild, bay-
barous, and capricious superstitions
of Africa, or of savage tribes else~
where, affect him in the way that he
is affected by the ancient, monument-
al, cruel, and elaborate religions of
Indostan, &c. The mere antiquity
of Asiatic things, of their institutions,
histories, modes of faith, &c. is so im--
pressive, that to me the vast age of
the race and. name overpowers the:
sense of youth in the individual. A
young Chinese seems to me an ante-
diluvian man renewed. Even Eng-
lishmen, thought not bred in any.
knowledge of such institutions, can-
not but shudder at the mystic subli-
mity of castes that have flowed apart,
andrefused to mix,throughsuchimme-
morial tracts of time; nor can any
man fail to be awed by the names of
the Ganges, or the Euphrates. It
contributes much to these feelings,
that southern Asia is, and has been
for thousands of years, the part of the
earth most swarming with human
life; the great officina gentium. Man
is a weed in those regions. The vast
empires also, into which the enor-
mous population of Asia has always
been cast, give a further sublimi
to the feelings associated with all ori-
ental names or images. In China,
over and ahove what it has in com-
mon with the rest of southern Asia,
I am terrified by the modes of life,
hy the manners, and the barrier 'of
utter abhorrence, and want of sym-
pathy, placed between us by feelin
deeper than I can analyze. I could
sponer live with Junatics, or brute
animalg. All this, and much mdre
than I can say, or have time to sdy,
the reader must enter into beforé he
can comprehend the unimaginable
horror which these dreams of orlen-
tal imagery, and mythological ‘tor-
tures, impressed upon me. Urider
the connecting feeling of tropical
heat and vertical sun-lights, Ibrought
together all creatures, birds, beasts,
reptiles, all trees and plants, usages
and appearances, that are found in
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alll tropic ns, and assembled
em together n China or Indostan.
From kindred feelings, I soon breught
Egypt and all her gods under the
same law. 1 was stared at, hooted
at, grinned at, chattered at, by mon-
key», by paroguets, by cockatoos. I
ran into pagodas: and was fixed,
for centuries, at the summit, or in se-
cret rooms; I was the idol; I was
the priest ; 1 was worshipped ; I was
sacrificed. I fléd from wrath of
Brama through all the forests of
Asia: Vishnu hated me: Seeva laid
wait for me. I came suddenly upon
Isis and Osiris: J had done a deed,
they said, which the ibis and the
crocodile trembled at. I was buried,
for a thousand years, in stone coffins,
with mummies and :ﬁhynxes, in
.Wrrow chambers at the

¢t ‘mal pyramids. I was kissed,
with cancerous kisses, by crocodiles ;
and laid, confounded with all un-
utterable slimy things, amongst reeds
and Nilotic mud.

1 thus give the reader some slight
gbstraction of my oriental dreams,
which always filled me with such
amazement at the monstrous scenery,
that horror_ seemed absorbed, for a
while, in sheer astonisiment. Sooner
or later, came a reflux of feeling that
gwallowed up the astonishment, and
left me, not so much in terror, as in
hatred and abomination of what I
saw. Over every form, and threat,
and punishment, and dim sightless
incarceration, brooded a sense of eter-
nity and infinity that drove me into
an oppression as of madness. Into
these dreams only, it was, with one
or two slight exceptions, that any
circumstances of physical horror en-
tered. All before had been moral
and spiritual terrors. But here the
main agents were ugly birds, or
snakes, or crocodiles ; e‘mdally the
last. The ocursed crocodile became
to me the ohject of more horror than
almost all the rest. I was compelled
to live with him; and (as was al,
ways the case almost in my dreams)
for centuries. I escaped sometimes,
pad fopnd myself in Chinese houses,
with, cane tables, &c. All the feet
of the. tables, sophas, &c. soon be-
came ingtinct with life: the abomi-
vable head of the crocodile, and his
Jeering eyes, loaked out at me, multi-
plied into a thousand repetitions:
gnd I stood loathing and fascinated.

Confessions of an English Opium-Eatey.

‘EOct.

And s0 often did this hideous reptile
haunt my dreams, that many times
the very same dream was broken up
in the very same way : I heard

tle voices speaking 'te me (I f;:
every thing when I am sle¢ping);
and instantly 1 awoke: it was broad
neon ; and my children were stand«
ing, hand in , at my bed-side ;
come to show me their coloured
shoes, or new frocks, or to let me see
them dressed for going out. I pro-
test that so a was the transition
from the damned erocodile, and the
other unutterable monsters and abor-
tions of my dreams, to the sight of
innocent Auman natures and of in«
fancy, that, in the mighty and sud-
den revulsion of mind, I wept, and
could not forbear it, as I kissed their

heart of faces.

—

June, 1819.
I have bad occasion to remark, ag

various ?eriods of my life, that the-
deaths of those whom we love, and

indeed the contemplation of death
generally, is (ceteris paribus) more
affecting in pummer than in any other
season of the year. And the reasons
are these three, I think : first, that the
visible heavens in summer appear
far higher, more distant, and (if such
a solecism may be excused) more in-
finite ; the clouds, by which chiefly
the eye expounds the distance of. the
blue pavilion stretched over our
heads, are in summer more volunsi-
nous, massed, and accumulated in far
r and more towering piles:
secondly, the light and the appear-
ances o{ the declining and the setting
sun are much more fitted to be
and characters of the Infinite:. and,
thirdly, (which is the main reason)
the exuberant and riotous prodigality
of life r;:&lunally forces t::e mind mere
powerfully upon antagonist
thought of death, and the wintry stee

rility of the grave. For it may
observed, generally, that whuevlz
twp thoughts s related to each

other by a law of antagonism, end
exist, as it were, by mutual repul-
sion, they are apt to su each
other. (;n these accounts it is that
I find it impoesible to banish the
thought of death when I am walk-
ing alone in the endless days of sum-
mer; and any particular death, i
not more affecting, at least haumts
my- mind more obstinately and bev
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siegingly In that season. Perhaps
this cause, and a slight incident
which I domit, might have been the
fmmediate 'occasions of the following
dvredm ; to which, however, a pre-
disposition must always have exist-
ed v my mind; dut having been
ohce roused, it mever left me, and
into & thousand fantastic va-

ties, ‘which often suddenly re.
unitedar:n‘:, composed aguain the ori-

1 thought that it was a Sunday
morming in May, that it was Easter
Bunday, and as yet very early in the
moming. I was standing, as it seem-
ed to me, at the door of my own cot-

Right before me lay the very
scene which could really be command-
ed from that situation, but exalted,
as was usual, and solemnized by the
power of dreams. - There were the
same mountains, and the same lovely
valley at their feet; but the moun-
t«ins were raised to more than Al.
Flne height, and there was interspace
ar larger between them of meadows
and forest lawns ; the hedges were
sich with white roses ; and no living
creature was to be seen, excepting
that in the green church-yard there
were cattle tranquilly reposing upon
the verdant graves, and particularly
round ‘sbout the grave of a child
whorh I had tenderly loved, just as
1 had really beheld them, a little be-
fore sun-rise in the same summer,
wherl that child died. I gazed upon
the well-known scene, and 1 aaidp a-
loud ‘(as I thought) to myself, * it

-wants much of sun-rise; and it

“Baster Sunday; aod that is the

day’'on which they celebrate the first

ts of resurrection. I will' walk
pibroad ; old griefs shall be forgotten
w-day ; for the air is cool still,
and the hills are high, and stretch
sway to Heaven; and the forest-
glades are as quiet as the church-
yird; and, with the dew, I can wash
the fever from my forehead, and then
1 shall be unhappy no longer.” And
I turned, as if to open my garden
r; and immediately I saw upon

left a seene far different; but
which yet the power of dreams had
econci into harmony with the
otherr The seene was an oriental
W shere alpolit m:; Easter

, and very early in the morn-
fug. And at a’vast 'distance were
vislble, as a stain upon the horizonm,
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8rr
the domes and cu of a
city—an image or fdint abstraction
caught perbaps in ehildhood frox
gome picture of Jerusalem. An
not a bow-shot from me, upon a
stone, and shaded by Judean palms,
there sat a woman ; and I looked ;
and it was—Ann! She fixed her eyes
upon me earnestly ; and I said to her
at length: ¢ 8o then I have found
you at last.” T waited: but she an-
swered me not 2 word. Her face
wasg the same as when I saw it last,
and yet again how different ! Seven-
teen years ago, when the lamp-light
fell upon her face, as for the last time
I kissed her lips (lips, Ann, that to
me were not pollutecF , her eyes were
streaming with tears: the tears were
now wiped away ; she seemed more
beautiful than she was at that time,
but in all other points the same, and
not older. Her looks were tranquil,
but with unusnal solemnity of ex-
pression; and I now gazed upon her
with some awe, but suddenly her
countenance grew dim, and, turning
to the mountains, I perceived vapours
rolling between us; in a moment, all
had vanished ; thick darkness came
on; and, in the twinkling of an eye,
I was far away from mountains, and
by lamp-light in Oxford-street, walk-
ing again with Ann—just as we
walked seventeen years hefore, when
we were both children.

As a final specimen, I cité one of a
different character, from 1820. -

The dream commenced with a
music which now I often heard in
dreams—a music of preparation: and
of awakening suspense; a music
like the opening of the Coronation
Anthem, and which, like that, gave
the feeling of a vast march—of infl-
nite cavalcades filing off—and the
tread of innumerable armies. The
momning was come of a mighty day
—aday of crisis and of final hope for
human nature, then suffering some
mysterious eclipse, and labouring in
some dread extremity. Bomewhere,
I knew not where—someliow, I
knew not how—hy some beings, 1
kmew not whom—a battle, a strife, sn
agony, was conducting,—was evolve
ing like a great drama, or piece of
music; with which my sE'npathy was
the more insupportable from my
confusion as to its place, its cause, its
nature, and its possible issue. 1, as
is usualin dreams (where, of neces«
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sity, we make ourselves central to
every movement), had the power,
and yet had not the power, to declde
it. 1 had the power, if I could raise
myself, to wilﬂ,t ; and yet again had
not the power, for the weight of
twenty Atlantics was upon me, or
the oppression of inexpiable guilt.
¢ Deeper than ever plummet sound-
ed,” I lay inactive. Then, like a
chorus, the passion deepened. Some
greater interest was at stake; some
mightier cause than ever yet the
sword had pleaded, or trumpet had
proclaimed.  Then came sudden
alarms : hurryings to and fro: trepi-
dations of innumerable fugitives, [
knew not whether from the good
cause or the bad: darkness and
lights: tempest and human faces; and
at last, with the sense that all was
lost, female forms, and the features
that were worth all the world to me,
and but a moment allowed,—and
clasped hands, and heart-breaking
artings, and then — everlasting
arewells! and with a sigh, such as
the caves of hell sighed when the in-
cestuous mother uttered the abhorred
name of death, the sound was rever-
berated—everlasting farewells! and
again, and yet agamn reverberated —
everlasting farewells !
And I awoke in struggles, and
cried aloud—*1 will sleep no more!”
But I am now called upon to wind
up a narrative which has already ex-
tended to an unreasonable length.
Within more spacious limits, the ma-
terials which ]!’ have used might have
been better unfolded; and much
which 1 have not used might have
been added with effect. Perhaps,
however, enough has been given. It
now remains that I should say some-
thing of the way in which this con-
flict of horrors was finally brought to
its crisis. The reader is :g-eady
aware (from a passage near the be-
inning of the introduction to the
Erst part) that the opium-eater has,
in same way or other,  unwound, al-
most to its final links, the accursed
ehain which hound him.” By what
means? To tl;lmre narrated this, ac-
cordimg: to the origi intention,
would havé far exggt‘il:ld the
which can now be allowed. It is
fortunate, as such a nt reason
exists for abri it, that I should,
on a maturer view of the case, have

.been exceedingly unwilling to injure,
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by any such unaffecting details, the
fmpression ef the hisut:}g itself, as an
appeal to the prudence and the con-
science-of the yet unconfirmed opium-
eater—or even (though a very infe-
rior consideration) to injure its effect
as a composition. The interest of
the judicious reader will not attach
itself chiefly to the subject of the fas-
cinating s§ells, but to the fascinating
power. ot the opium-eater, but
the opium, is the true hero of the
tale ; and the legitimate centre on
which the interest revolves. The ob-
ject was to display the marvellous
agency of opium, whether for plea-
sure or for pain: if that is done, the
acgon of the piece has closed.
owever, as some ,in spd

of all laws to the conutrypeopiemllﬁ
sist in asking what became of the
opium-eater, and in what state he
now is, I answer for him thus: The
reader is aware that opium had long
ceased to found its empire on spells
of pleasure ; it was solely by the tor-
tures connected with the attempt to
ahjure it, that it kept .its hald. Yet,
as other tortures, no Jess it may be
thought, attended the non-ahjuration
of such a tyrant, a choice only of
evils was left ; and that might as well
haw:ﬁ heen adlo tﬁdl,dwhich, however
terrific in itself, held out a prospect
of final restoration to hal:)r iness.
This appears true; but logic
gave the author no strength to.act
upon it. However, a crisis arrived for
the author’s life, and a crisis for other
objects still dearer to him—and which
will always be far dearer to him than
his life, even now that it is again a
hn}i;py one.—] saw that I must die
if I continued the opium: I deter-
mined, therefore, if should be
required, s die in throwing it eff.
How much I was at that time tak
I cannot say ; for the opium, which
used had been purchased for me by a
friend who afterwards refused %o let
me pay him ; so that I could not as-
certain even ‘what quantity 1 had
used within the year. I apprehend,
however, that I took it very ittegu-
larly: and that I varied from about
fifty or sixty grains, to 150 a-day.
My first task was to reduce it to
forty, to thirty,and, as fast as I could,
to twelve grains.

I triumphed : but think not, read-
er, that therefore my sufferings
were ended ; nor think of me as of
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one sitting in a dejestad stute. Think
of me as of omé, even when four
months had passed, still agitated
writhing, throbbing,
shattered; and much, perhaps
* the situation of him who has been
racked, as I collect the torments of
that state from the affecting account
of them left by a most innocent suf-
ferer® (of the times of James L).
Meantime, I derived no benefit from
any medicine, t one prescribed
to me by an Edinburgh surgeon of
‘great eminence, viz. ammoniated
tincture of Valerian. Medical ac-
eount, therefore, of my emancipation
I have not much to give: and even
that little, as managed by a man so
orant of medicine as myself, would
probably tend only to mislead. At
all events, it would be mi in
this situation. The moral of the
narrative is addressed to the opium-
eater; and therefore, of necessity,
Yomited in its application. If he is
taught to fear and tremble, enough
has been effected. But he may say,
that the issue of my case is at least
a proof that opium, after a seventeen
years’ use, and an eight years’ abuse
of its powers, may still be renounced:
and that ke may chance to bring to
the task energy than I did, or
that with a stronger constitution
than mine he may obtain the same re-
sults with less. This may be true:
I would not presume to measure the
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efforts of other men by my own: I
heartily wish him more energy: I wish
him the same success. Nevertheless,
I had motives external to myself
which he may unfortunately want:
and these supplied me with con-
scientious supports which mere per-
sonal interests might fail to supply
to a mind debilitated by opium.
- Jeremy Taylor conjectures that it
may be as painful to be born as to
die : I think it probable: and, during
the whole period of diminishing the
opium, I had the torments of a man
ing out of one mode of existence
mto another. The issue was not
death, but a sort of physical regene=
ration: and I may add, that ever
since, at intervals, I have had a res-
toration of more than youthful spirits,
though under the pressure of difficul-
ties, which, in a less happy state of
mind, I should have ed misfor-
tunes.
- One memorial of my former condi-
tion still remains: my dreams are not
yet perfectly calm: the dread swell
and agitation of the storm have not
wholly subsided: the legions that
en in them are drawing off,
but not all departed: my sleep is
still tumultuous, and, like the gates
of Paradise to our first parents when
looking back from afar, it is still (in
the tremendous line of Milton)—
With dreadful faces throng'd and fiery
arme.

. ESTEPHANIA DE GANTELMES,

Auona the extraordinary institu-
tions which took their rise from the
modes of thinking prevalent in the
middle ages, not the least remark-
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able was that of ¢ the Courts of
Love.” 'l'f g‘he:]e tribunals were com-
posed of females, distinguished by
their rank and character, to whom

® William Lithgow: his book (Travels, &c.) is ill and pedantically written : but the

account of his own

ings on the rack at M

is ov.

erpoweringly affecting.
4 These courts (on the existence of which some doubts had been cast by the in

of thodern

¥

Court of the King
in MS. in the ki

writers) have lately excited the curiosity of the learned. Some light has
gained from the examination of a work written by one Andrew, chaplain at ‘the
of France, whom Fabricius su to have lived about 1170. 1Itis
’s library at Paris, 8758 ; and there have been three impressions of
it. The first is without date ; but attributed to a time little subseq

uent to the mwention

of printing. The second is entitled Erotics seu Amatoria Andrex Capellani Regii,.ve-

- i i i

publicaom emissa a Dethmaro Mullero,
third edition is dated ¢ Tremonise, typi

is ad venerandum suum amicum Gualterum scripta, nunquane antehac¢
szpius a multis desiderata ; nunc tandem fide diversornm MSS. codicum in

de, typis Westhovianis. 1610. The

esthovianis, anno 1614.”

The Hbrarian of Munich, M. Aretin, has availed himself of the information derived

from Andrew's book; and he has been followed by M. tértaining
subject I refer my reader. They are contained in the second volume of

remarks on the

to whose enté

hizs valnahla work ontitled Fytraits des Trosshadnanre A&c now nuhlishing frien tha



